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PREFACE. 


This  Poem  is  written  in  a  metre  which  is  too  classical,  in 
a  word,  too  “  old  ”  to  be  ever  “  old-fashioned.”  The  form 
is  also  old,  for  it  is  almost  impossible  to  give  the  impres¬ 
sions  of  a  wanderer  in  any  consecutive  form,  save  as  those 
of  a  “Pilgrim”  or  a  “Traveller,”  and  the  work  is  avowedly 
an  imitation  of  “  Childe  Harold’s  Pilgrimage  ”  —  in  form, 
though  not  in  substance,  nor  in  sentiment. 

The  Author  writes  from  the  point  of  view,  that  Christi¬ 
anity  is  not  “  one  of  many  religions,  equally  good,”  but 
that  it  is  the  only  completely  true  Religion.  The  remarks 
on  the  corruptions  of  later  Hinduism,  especially  as  shown 
in  its  great  resorts  of  pilgrimage,  have  been  made  by 
educated  and  enlightened  Hindus  themselves,  to  the 
writer,  personally. 

As  to  the  treatment  of  women  under  the  “  Parda  ” 
system  (introduced  after  the  Musalman  conquest  of  India), 
and  as  to  the  miseries  of  Hindu  widows,  enlightened 
Musalmans  and  Hindus  are  themselves  openly  saying  all 
that  the  writer  has  said,  and  are  agitating  for  reforms. 
So  also  is  the  Hindu  Pandita  Ramabai,  whose  works 
may  with  profit  be  studied  by  English  men  and  women. 
As  to  historical  and  political  matters,  this  work  is  not  a 
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History,  and  does  not  therefore  need  to  point  out  England’s 
mistakes  in  the  past.  It  records  the  present  state  of  India, 
and  the  one  most  distinct  impression  made  on  the  mind  of 
any  impartial  traveller  through  India  is,  that  there  is  a 
general  desire  to  do  right  and  to  rule  justly  on  the  part  of 
the  English  governing  classes;  as  the  line  in  Stanza  IX., 
Canto  IV.  runs — “Though  human  error  oft  may  dim 
their  light,”  nevertheless  their  aim  (in  the  mass)  is  to  be 
true  and  just. 

The  writer  is  not  one  of  those  who  are  afraid  or  ashamed 
to  be  proud  of  their  own  country  when  it  is  in  the  right. 
This  is  an  age  when  want  of  faith  in  anything— religious 
or  political — is  common,  but  the  Author  is  still  old- 
fashioned  enough  to  believe  in  Christianity  and  patriotism. 
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NOTES  ON  THE  SPELLING  OF  INDIAN  NAMES 
IN  THIS  POEM. 


The  words  here  are  generally 

spelt  in  the  "  Urdu  ” 

way. 

Vowels. 

Pronounced  like 

Examples. 

Pronounced. 

a  short 

= 

u  in  "  bun  ” 

“  Ganga  ” 

Gunga 

a  long 

= 

a  in  “  large  ” 

Afghanistan 

i  short 
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i  in  "  bit  ” 

i  long 

= 

i  in  "beet  ” 
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= 
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iii 

= 

ou 

= 

as  in  "  cow  ” 

“  Oudh  ” 

Owdh 

Though  the  old  English  way  is  here  once  or  twice  used  of 
accenting  "Himalaya”  on  3rd  syllable.  More  commonly,  the 
Hindustani  way  of  accenting  on  the  2nd  syllable  is  employed, 
"  Himalaya.” 


The  only  “  poetic  license  ”  as  to  facts  used,  is  about  Renan’s  "  Lost 
City  of  Is.”  Of  course  the  steamers  would  not  go  quite  so  near  the 
Breton  coast  ! 

The  "Trench  ”  alluded  to  in  "Karachi”  (end  of  Canto  IV.)  is  a 
grave  of  over  300  men  (and  one  officer’s  child)  who  died  in  three 
days  of  cholera,  after  forced  marches  to  join  Sir  C.  Napier  in  the 
Sind  War. 
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CANTO  I. 


I. 

H !  for  one  spark  of  that  ethereal  fire 

Which  glowed  within  the  Poet  Pilgrim’s  mind. 
Oh !  that  his  genius  might  my  verse  inspire 
By  Faith  and  Hope  ennobled  and  refined, 

That  with  a  heart  believing,  glad,  resigned, 

I  might  from  wrath  and  bitterness  be  free, 

Not  driven  forth  by  scorn  of  Humankind 
To  sail  abroad  on  Passion’s  stormy  sea 
For  ever  brooding  like  a  dark  misanthrope. 

II. 

I  have  not  looked  on  life,  as  some  wild  dream 
Whose  joys  and  cares  in  thronging  visions  press 
Upon  the  fevered  brain,  nor  do  I  deem 
The  end  of  all  its  ‘  danger  and  distress  ’ 

To  be  the  dreamless  sleep  of  ‘nothingness,’ 

I  hold  life  as  a  good  and  glorious  thing 
And  for  His  noble  gift  the  Giver  bless, 

What  though  some  wintry  gloom  its  course  should  bring, 
We  have  the  inspiring  promise  of  Eternal  Spring. 


4 


THE  PILGRIM  OF  INDIA. 


III. 

Thus  gravely  musing,  on  the  deck  I  sate 
While  busy  crowds  were  hurrying  to  and  fro, 

The  stately  steamer  bore  her  living  freight 
To  sunnier  lands,  where  brighter  skies  should  glow, 
For  here  the  heavens  were  dark,  and  sinking  low 
O’er  land  and  sea  the  creeping  fogcloud  fell, 

Grey  shores  in  widening  distance  faded  slow, 

Around  me  heaved  the  waves  with  sullen  swell. 
“Dear  Island  of  the  Mists,”  I  sighed,  “Farewell, 
Farewell !  ” 


IV. 

“  Thy  mists  enfold  thee  like  a  royal  robe, 

And  from  thy  seagirt  throne,  on  every  breeze, 

Speed  forth  thy  mandates  round  the  encircling  globe, 
Imperial  Island  of  the  Northern  Seas! 

For  ancient  empires  wait  on  thy  decrees, 

And  newborn  lands  obey  thee  from  afar, 

Though  clouds  and  storms  surround  thee,  yet  through 
these 

Shines  still  undimmed  the  glory  of  thy  star, 

Thou  sitt’st  at  peace,  amid  the  elemental  war.” 
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V. 

“  God  keep  thee  so,  my  Country !  He  alone 
Hath  set  thee  in  the  firmament  of  power, 

Enlarged  thine  orbit,  ’stablished  thy  throne, 

And  given  thee  His  Light,  thy  first,  best  dower. 

Ah !  never  may  it  come,  that  evil  hour, 

When  thou  shalt  boasting  say,  in  pride  of  state, 

‘  I  know  Him  not,’  for  then  shall  ruin  lour, 

And  thou  may’st  mourn  thy  fall,  alas !  too  late, 

The  prayers  of  all  that  love  thee,  shield  thee  from  such 
fate !  ” 


VI. 

Then  lower  yet  sank  down  the  vaporous  clouds, 

And  blotted  out  from  sight  the  lessening  shore, 

The  wet  winds  sighed  and  shivered  in  the  shrouds, 

A  dank  fog  closed  behind  us,  while  before 
We  heard  the  fretful  Channel’s  sullen  roar ; 

And  where  the  fleets  in  Solent  anchored  lie, 

Amidst  the  gloom  of  darkness  gathering  o’er 
Red  lights  flashed  lurid  as  we  passed  them  by, 

Or  from  the  masthead  gleamed  like  meteors  in  the  sky. 
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VII. 

Slow  crept  the  hours,  and  still  we  neared  with  dread 
The  angry  tossing  of  the  “  Sleepless  Bay,” 

When  lo !  beneath  the  gleam  of  morning  red 
A  sea  of  shimmering  calm  before  us  lay, 

Like  one  who  wakes  not  with  the  dawning  day 
But  lingers  lovingly  in  sleep’s  embrace, 

While  round  his  lips  a  dream-born  smile  doth  play, 
Thus  Ocean  slumbered  yet  a  little  space, 

And  sunshine  rippled,  smiling,  o’er  its  peaceful  face. 


VIII. 

Then  swiftly  gliding  o’er  the  shining  sea 
In  that  deep  calm  which  ocean  wanderers  feel 
When  lulled  to  rest  by  soft  monotony 
Strange  visions  through  my  brain  began  to  steal. 

“  Perchance,”  I  thought,  “  beneath  this  speeding  keel 
The  long-lost  ‘  Is  ’  may  lie  in  charmed  sleep, 

And  listening,  I  may  hear  the  silvery  peal 
Of  bells  which  yet  their  ancient  music  keep 
Still  chiming  ’neath  the  waves  full  many  a  fathom 
deep.” 
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IX. 

Away  with  dreams !  The  sea  is  waking  now, 

The  smile  hath  faded  from  that  sunlit  mam, 

A  freshening  breeze  hath  kissed  -its  sleeping  brow 
And  stirred  it  into  wonted  life  again, 

With  one  long  heaving  sigh  of  restless  pain 
The  grey  Atlantic  rolls  upon  the  land, 

While  we  must  hasten  on  the  port  to  gain 
Where  Gibraltar’s  frowning  ramDarts  stand, 

And  Britain  guards  the  Straits,  outstretched  on  either 
hand. 


X. 

“  The  Rock  ”  is  passed !  blue  skies  above  us  bend, 
And  softer  airs  are  breathing  from  the  shore, 

Poetic  memories  their  enchantment  lend, 

We  greet  the  ancient  sea  of  classic  lore 
As  some  familiar  friend,  long  known  before. 

Had  I  not  seen  it  in  my  dreams,  in  sooth? 

Yea,  sailed  its  waters  with  the  Greeks  of  yore, 

Held  all  its  myths  for  dear  historic  truth, 

And  loved  its  fabled  shores  from  days  of  earliest 
youth. 
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XI. 

But  where  Melita  rises  from  the  deep 
The  later  star  of  chivalry  hath  shone, 

Above  its  scarped  rocks  and  stairways  steep 
Yet  soars  the  famed  Cathedral  of  St.  John. 

The  ancient  glories  of  its  Knights  are  gone, 

Their  banners  droop  before  the  “  Silver  Shrine,” 
Now  England’s  crimson  standard  floats  upon 
Yon  citadel,  her  bulwark  o’er  the  brine, 
Another  bastion  of  her  world-wide  fortress  line! 


XII. 

Still  evanescent  as  a  changing  dream 
The  scenes  which  greet  us  on  our  watery  way, 
Scarce  present  to  the  charmed  eye  they  seem, 
When  lo !  their  distant  outlines  fade  away ! 

At  eve  we  watch  the  last  pale  sunset  ray 
Illume  the  face  of  Europe’s  inland  sea ; 

Next  morn  beneath  the  glare  of  torrid  day 
Where  dreary  sandhills  bound  our  vision  free 
We  gaze  on  Egypt’s  Land  of  ancient  mystery. 
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XIII. 

Its  spell  of  silence  on  our  spirit  lies, 

Hushed  is  the  throbbing  engine’s  ceaseless  roar, 

No  more  with  panting  speed  the  vessel  flies  ; 

Betwixt  the  level  lines  of  man-made  shore, 

Where  once  the  unbroken  desert  stretched  before, 
Along  the  waveless  stream  her  keel  doth  glide, 

Whilst  we  in  thought,  perchance,  are  musing  o’er 
That  buried  Past,  which  Time’s  long  sand-drifts  hide, 
The  glories  of  old  Egypt ;  all  her  pomp  and  pride. 


XIV. 

Once  more  deep  waters  surge  beneath  the  prow, 
Arabia’s  mountain  summits  past  us  fleet, 

Where  far-off  Sinai  lifts  its  rocky  brow 
Sublime  as  when  Law’s  thunders  o’er  it  beat. 

Athwart  the  yellow  haze  of  quivering  heat 
Red  ranges  loom,  then  swift  recede,  and  pale 
Grim  Aden’s  fortress  passed,  again  we  greet 
The  briny  breath  of  Ocean’s  Southern  gale, 

And  count  the  long-drawn  hours,  till  India’s  coast  we 
hail. 


10 


THE  PILGRIM  OF  INDIA. 


XV. 

“  Bombay  the  beautiful !  ”  In  golden  light 
Upon  the  eastern  sky  her  towers  arise, 

Her  groves  and  gardens  blooming  emerald  bright, 
Their  verdure  gladdening  our  wave-wearied  eyes, 
All  decked  in  glowing  loveliness  she  lies 
Amid  the  clustering  islets,  fairest  she, 

The  ocean  breezes  woo  her  with  their  sighs, 

Her  smiling  shores  enfolded  by  the  sea 
Yield  soft  to  its  embrace,  not  caring  to  be  free. 


XVI. 


Meet  dowry  for  the  daughter  of  a  King, 

And  yet  Braganza’s  Princess  little  thought 
How  great  the  gift  which  it  was  hers  to  bring, 
YVa!  England  deemed  it  but  a  thing  of  naught, 
A  petty  islet,  bartered,  sold  and  bought. 

Long  time  this  eastern  jewel  gleamed  in  vain, 

But  now  it  shines,  to  sparkling  beauty  wrought. 
The  emerald  clasp  of  Empire’s  golden  chain 
Encircling  Ind,  by  mountain,  stream  and  main. 
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XVII. 

The  fleets  of  nations  lie  at  anchor  here, 

These  marts  are  filled  with  wealth  of  merchandise, 
While  in  the  thronged  “  bazars  ”  and  streets  appear 
Strange  motley  crowds  before  our  wondering  eyes, 
For  each  with  each  in  gay  attire  vies  ; 

Chinese,  with  shaven  crowns,  and  eyes  oblique, 

The  swarthy  Negro,  born  ’neath  Afric’s  skies, 

Turk,  Arab,  Persian,  Copt,  Armenian,  Greek, 

And  varied  as  their  tints,  the  varying  tongues  they 
speak. 


XVIII. 

Here  meet  the  thousand  tribes  of  Hindustan, 

Nor  tribes  alone,  but  nations,  sundered  wide, 

In  all  that  severs  man  from  brother  man, 

Creed,  colour,  history,  language,  side  by  side 
They  live  and  dwell,  yet  ever  unallied  ; 

Old  feuds,  old  hates  are  slumbering,  dull  but  strong, 
The  Moslem  nurtures  yet  his  sullen  pride, 

The  Hindu  never  can  forget  how  long 

He  bore  Islam’s  fierce  sway  of  tyranny  and  wrong. 
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XIX. 


Proud  as  the  Moslem,  but  more  frank  and  free, 

The  noble  Rajput  shows  his  kingly  race, 

Still  mindful  of  heroic  ancestry, 

He  bears  his  history  written  in  his  face  ; 

Here,  too,  the  martial  lineaments  we  trace 
Of  brave  Marathis,  Sikhs,  erect  and  tall, 

These  scorn  the  lithe  Bengali’s  supple  race  ; 

And  lo  !  the  little  Gurka  from  Nepal, 

With  will,  and  courage  too,  enough  to  fight  them  all ! 


XX. 

But  who  are  these  that  tread  the  crowded  mart 
With  clinging  garb,  peaked  cap,  and  girdled  coil  ? 
Whose  air  and  mien  bespeak  a  race  apart, 

A  foreign  stock,  long  rooted  in  the  soil. 

Amid  Trade’s  busy  whirl,  and  loud  turmoil, 

As  in  the  race  for  wealth,  these  strange  Parsis 
Join  keen  intelligence  with  patient  toil  ; 

Of  Persia’s  outcast  sons,  descendants  these, 

And  Persian  still,  though  banished,  twelve  long  cen¬ 
turies. 
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XXL 

Strange  irony  of  fate !  The  boast,  how  vain, 

Of  haughty  Chosroes,  Persia’s  ancient  Lord  : 

“  The  Cross  of  Christ,”  he  vowed,  “  shall  pale  and  wane 
Before  our  Sun-god’s  light,  the  race  abhorred 
Of  Nazarenes,  shall  die  by  lire  and  sword 
Till  not  one  child  escape  to  tell  their  tale, 

And  then  shall  all  the  East  with  one  accord 
Adore  the  Sun,  whose  splendours  never  pale.” 

He  spake!  and  no  Elijah  faced  that  Priest  of  Baal. 


XXII. 

Yet  now,  the  Gheber’s  home  is  Hindustan, 

Where  children  of  the  Cross  hold  sovereign  sway! 
While  o’er  the  towers  and  temples  of  Iran 
Islam’s  pale  crescent  shines  with  dwindling  ray, 
The  children  of  the  Sun  dwell  far  away  ; 

It  was  their  lot  from  fire  and  sword  to  flee, 
Contented  now  on  alien  shores  to  stay 
Beneath  a  rule  benignant,  where  they  see 
That  Love  inspires  the  Law  of  Christianity. 
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XXIII. 

Behold!  the  “Towers  of  Silence”  rise  on  high, 
And  stand  alone,  apart  from  haunts  of  men, 
Dark  clouds  of  carrion  vultures  hovering  nigh 
Alight  with  rapid  swoop,  and  sated,  then 
On  heavy  pinions  slowly  soar  again, 

For  gathered  there,  by  ravenous  instinct  led, 

No  sight  unwonted  meets  their  eager  ken, 

For  them  a  funeral  feast  is  freely  spread, 
Invited  revellers,  in  a  city  of  the  dead. 


XXIV. 

There  rest  the  “  Children  of  the  Sacred  Fire,” 

The  Sun  looks  down  on  each  cold  upturned  face, 
Sad  Hindus  lay  their  dead  upon  the  pyre, 

And  strew  their  ashes  o’er  the  water’s  face, 

We  yield  our  loved  and  lost  to  Earth’s  embrace ; 

But  when  the  links  of  Life’s  frail  chain  are  riven 
No  element  receives  the  Gheber  race ; 

The  silent  forms,  so  cherished  once,  are  given 
To  spread  yon  dainty  banquet  for  the  fowls  of  Heaven. 
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XXV. 

But  leaving-  now  those  lonely  Towers  of  Death 
We  seek  once  more  the  city’s  busy  life 
Where  eager  men  yet  draw  their  anxious  breath, 
Where  human  joys  and  passions  still  are  rife, 

The  roar  of  tongues,  a  very  Babel  strife 
Is  mingled  with  discordant  music’s  sound, 

The  dreary  “  Tam,  Tam,”  and  the  screaming  fife 
Are  heard  wherever  Hindu  shrines  are  found, 

And  these  in  every  lane  and  crowded  street  abound. 


XXVI. 


The.  tumult  rises,  falls,  and  swells  anew, 

■Till  on  the  air  its  distant  echo  wanes  ; 

Now  stately  buildings  rise  before  our  view 
’Mid  calmer  scenes,  where  quiet  order  reigns. 

There  healing  Mercy,  shrined  in  noble  fanes, 
Relieves  the  pain  of  suffering  humankind. 

In  lofty  halls,  throned  Justice  crime  arraigns, 

There,  too,  those  schools  and  colleges  we  find 
Where  Learning’s  glowing  torch  illumes  th’  enquiring 
mind. 
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XXVII. 

Such  gifts  are  scattered  with  ungrudging  hand 
Where’er  Britannia’s  liberal  sway  is  known, 

She  rules  her  subjects  of  this  eastern  land 
By  laws  humane,  enlightened,  as  her  own. 

No  tribes  oppressed,  beneath  injustice  groan, 

One  tyranny  alone  the  sons  of  India  feel, 

’Tis  that  of  creeds  and  customs  all  their  own. 
Imperial  rulers  seek  the  people’s  weal, 

And  to  their  truth  and  justice  none  in  vain  appeal. 


XXVIII. 

Not  such  the  Indian  empires  of  the  past, 

When  sov’reigns  ruled  but  for  themselves  alone  ; 
Moghuls,  Pathans,  all  scornful  to  the  last 
Of  rights  which  even  vanquished  peoples  own. 

For,  seated  high  on  their  exalted  throne, 

They  cared  not  how  the  millions  lived  or  died  ; 

For  them,  the  toiling  “  raiats  ”  still  must  groan 
To  fill  their  coffers,  swell  their  armies’  pride  ; 

Rare  were  the  monarchs  then  who  cared  for  aught 
beside. 
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XXIX. 

Now  England  wields  a  more  extended  sway, 

And  first,  in  all  the  ages  known  to  man, 

Hath  made  the  Indian  peoples  one  to-day ! 

Since  Asia’s  primal  race  the  world  o’erran, 

And  all  the  clash  of  warring  tribes  began 
Ind  knew  no  rest — yet  demagogues  forget 
The  blood-stained  history  of  Hindustan. 

There  never  was  an  “Indian  Nation”  yet 

Till  England’s  star  arose,  and  Delhi’s  Crescent  set! 


XXX. 

There  is  a  living  principle  of  growth 
In  freeborn  nations,  there  alone  we  see 
Extension  spring  from  vital  strength,  and  both 
The  glad  results  of  spontaneity. 

The  British  Oak  grew  thus  a  mighty  tree  ; 

But  nations  moulded  by  despotic  force, 

Howe’er  so  great  or  strong  they  seem  to  be, 

Can  never,  wanting  freedom’s  vital  source, 

In  true  development  pursue  their  happy  course. 
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XXXI. 

What  is  it  that  hath  made  our  Empire  great? 

The  “  Light  and  Law  ”  which  Britain’s  rule  extends ! 
She  careth  for  the  humblest  peasant’s  fate, 

Impartially  the  poor  man’s  cause  defends, 

And  to  his  cry  a  ready  ear  she  lends, 

Too  just  a  subject  people  to  condemn  ; 

The  British  Oak  its  sap  perennial  sends 
Through  all  its  grafted  branches,  till  in  them 
New  life  and  vigour  show,  drawn  from  the  parent 
stem. 


XXXII. 


And  therefore  here  the  tide  of  commerce  flows, 
While  myriad  hands  their  busy  craft  still  ply, 
Strange  contrast  to  yon  sleeping  Isle,  which  shows 
In  hazy  outline  faint  against  the  sky ! 

Yet  thither  oft  my  errant  thoughts  will  fly, 

For  there  a  world  of  rock-hewn  wonder  lies, 

And  still  for  “  Elephanta’s  ”  caves  I  sigh, 

Where  giant  Buddhas  watch  with  changeless  eyes, 
The  men,  who  dying  pass,  the  “  Man  ”  that  never  dies. 
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XXXIII. 

But  Eastward  lies  our  way !  At  eventide 
We  bid  farewell  to  India’s  western  sea, 

In  curving  lines  we  climb  the  mountain  side 
Where  Nature  reigns  in  wild  sublimity; 

These  mountains  which  her  hand  hath  raised,  to  be 
A  barrier  impassable  and  rude, 

Are  conquered  by  Man’s  restless  energy, 

Which  through  these  massy  cliffs  a  way  hath  hewed, 
And  spanned  the  vast  abysses  of  their  solitude. 


XXXIV. 

’Tis  night  upon  the  “  Ghats,”  the  full-orbed  moon 
Is  rising  now  o’er  yonder  wooded  crest ! 

Still  faintly  shines  that  glimmering  light  which  soon 
Will  flood  with  radiance  all  the  mountain’s  breast 
Till  rocks  and  trees  in  silvery  sheen  are  drest ; 

But  not  one  ray  can  penetrate  the  gloom 
Where  Jungles  dense,  its  downward  course  arrest, 
There,  in  the  narrowing  gorge’s  deepest  room, 

The  Leopard’s  hapless  victim  meets  its  cruel  doom. 
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XXXV. 


There  too,  the  panther,  creeping  from  his  den, 
And  wandering  forth  to  seek  his  nightly  prey, 
Starts,  as  he  hears  resounding  through  the  glen 
A  shrill,  clear  whistle  echoing  far  away, 

Or  sees  the  flaming  engine’s  glowing  ray  ; 

He  glares  upon  the  monster  which  invades 
And  brings  the  rush  and  stir  of  modern  day 
Into  the  silence  of  these  gloomy  shades, 
Intruding  on  his  own  hereditary  glades. 


XXXVI. 

We  reach  the  summit,  ere  new  day  is  born, 

And  winding  slowly  down  the  rocky  height, 

Beneath  the  shadowy  haze  of  glimmering  morn 
A  vast,  dim  plain  extends  before  our  sight 
Till  all  things  brighten  in  the  growing  light. 

Dark  clustering  “Topes”  are  scattered  far  and  wide; 
Awakening  slowly  from  the  sleep  of  night 
A  thousand  hamlets  show  on  every  side, 

Where  peaceful,  patient  “  Raiats  ”  in  their  swarms 
abide. 
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XXXVII. 


From  low-roofed  huts  and  clay-built  walls  appear 
Lithe,  slender  peasants,  at  the  Well  they  meet 
To  fill  their  “  gharras  ”  with  the  water  clear, 

And  sluice  their  lean  brown  frames  from  head  to  feet. 
The  Hindu  law,  to  lave  before  they  eat, 

While  seated  women  anxious  glances  cast 
Upon  the  charcoal  tripod’s  glowing  heat, 

And  turn  the  cakes  to  form  their  lord’s  repast, 

Nor  dare,  till  these  have  eaten,  break  their  own  long 
fast. 


XXXVIII. 

Content,  the  peasants  take  their  frugal  fare, 

Goats,  children,  friendly  cattle,  gathered  nigh ; 

Then  with  their  old-world  implements  repair 
To  till  the  sun-baked  fields  which  round  them  lie, 
These  let  “the  march  of  progress”  pass  them  by, 
Time’s  new  inventions  move  them  not  at  all, 

And  keen  reformers  o’er  their  dullness  sigh  ; 

Though  in  the  cities  knowledge  be  increased 

The  country  still  remains  the  old  “Unchanging  East.” 
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XXXIX. 


Ages  have  passed,  since  from  their  starlit  plain 
The  Chaldean  Shepherds  scanned  the  orbs  on  high, 
And  strove  with  eager  gaze,  but  strove  in  vain, 

To  pierce  the  veil  which  hid  from  mortal  eye 
The  wondrous  secrets  of  the  radiant  sky  ; 

But  now  for  us  that  veil,  in  part,  is  riven, 
Long-hidden  worlds  before  our  vision  lie, 

And  to  the  power  of  mortals  hath  been  given 
To  weigh  the  stars,  and  mete  the  Solar  Heaven. 


XL. 


For  us,  the  whole  wide  universe  around 
Is  unified  by  unity  of  Law, 

In  chains  of  sympathetic  motion  bound  ; 

We  gaze  upon  the  firmament  with  awe 
By  light  of  stars  which  mortals  never  saw, 

Since  one  rare  medium  distance  cannot  bar 

From  Heaven’s  own  radiant  “Ether”  light  we  draw, 

We  thrill  in  unison,  with  worlds  afar, 

And  vibrate  to  the  shiver  of  the  distant  star. 
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XLI. 


Yea,  Science  holds  mechanic  force  in  bond, 

Heat,  Light  and  Sound  her  wondrous  power  obey, 
But  in  these  regions  we  have  passed  beyond 
The  limits  of  her  empire  and  her  sway. 

All  forces  new  the  raiat  holds  at  bay, 

He  loves  old  methods  picturesque  and  slow, 

For  lo !  yon  waterwheel  revolves  to-day, 

And  pours  through  arid  fields  its  cooling  flow 
By  means  the  Persians  used  two  thousand  years  ago. 


XLII. 


See,  uncomplaining,  tread  their  weary  round 
Those  patient  oxen  with  their  meek,  dull  eyes, 

As  turns  the  wheel,  with  slow  and  creaking  sound, 
The  frail  small  earthen  vessels  fall  and  rise, 

More  pitiful  than  are  the  sealed  skies, 

They  water  all  the  dry  and  thirsty  plain, 

And  fill  a  thousand  channels  whose  supplies 
Give  life  and  verdure  to  the  sprouting  grain, 

Without  the  Persian  wheel  the  raiat’s  toil  were  vain ! 


24 


THE  PILGRIM  OF  INDIA. 


XLIII. 

All  day  we  speed  across  the  level  land, 

No  swelling  mound  the  dreary  sameness  breaks 
A  dull  monotony  on  every  hand, 

Save  where  Nerbudda,  as  her  way  she  takes 
To  western  seas,  one  bright  oasis  makes  ; 

Low  wooded  hills,  with  valleys  green  and  fair, 
Attract  our  gaze,  and  slumbering  interest  wakes  ; 
Still,  for  a  while,  we  fain  would  linger  there, 

But  soon  that  vision  fades  amid  the  blinding  glare. 


XL  IV. 

Weary  of  all-pervading  dust  and  heat, 

And  grateful  for  each  passing  interest  new, 

We  watch  the  wayside  stations,  trim  and  neat, 

All  wreathed  in  creepers,  golden,  scarlet,  blue, 

Or  regal  “  Bougainvillea’s  ”  purple  hue, 

Which  robes  the  cottage  like  a  royal  bower ; 

And  oh!  what  jostling  crowds  are  there  on  view, 
Who  knowing  naught  of  time,  wait  many  an  hour 
With  giant  bundles  charged,  which  hold  their  worldly 
dower. 
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XLV. 

The  gay  “  Rezai  ”  seems  mantle,  bedding,  store, 
Clothes,  “  Ata,”  copper,  “  Lotas,”  swell  its  fold, 
Perchance  the  household  idol  they  adore 
In  that  perambulating  shrine  is  rolled. 

A  whistle  sounds !  They  rush,  yell,  quarrel,  scold, 
The  British  guard  looks  on  with  calm  serene, 

He  knows  their  noisy  harmless  ways  of  old, 

But  rules  them  with  authoritative  mien, 

We  start,  and  quiet  reigns  where  all  this  storm  hath 
been. 


XLVI. 


Where’er  we  halt  there  comes  a  welcome  sound 
To  thirsty  natives  in  their  waggons  penned, 

“  Ho  !  water  ”  ;  see  !  the  “  Bhishti  ”  passing  by 
With  leathern  “  Mashak,”  opes  the  twisted  end, 
While  eager  hands  their  brazen  “  Lotas  ”  tend, 

His  ministrations  flow  without  a  pause  ; 

The  Moslems  own  this  “  Heavenly  One  ”  as  friend. 

For  strict  Hindus,  another  Bhishti  draws 

The  flood,  in  earthen  “  gharras,”  as  by  V edic  Laws. 
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XL  VI I. 

At  length  we  see  a  band  of  vaporous  haze 
’Twixt  low  grey  sandbanks,  rising  from  the  plain, 
And  lo !  the  stream  of  immemorial  days 
Still  flowing  from  Himalaya  to  the  main. 

There  Allah’s  city  tempts  us  now  in  vain ! 

Not  here,  as  yet,  our  onward  course  must  stay, 
Benares  is  the  goal  we  seek  to  gain  ; 

Soon  o’er  her  bridge  of  boats  we  wend  our  way 
To  rest  in  fair  Secrole,  till  dawns  another  day. 


XLVIII. 

Pleasant  is  evening,  in  these  “  Civil  Lines  ” 

When  breezes  wander  over  gardens  bright, 

Where  Indian  “  champak  ”  with  the  rose  combines 
To  yield  sweet  fragrance,  scented  airs  of  night 
Reveal  the  flowers  half  hidden  from  our  sight ; 

Low  laughter  rings  from  leaf-embowered  homes, 
Verandahs  gleam  with  many  a  twinkling  light, 

Soft  “  English  ’’  sounds,  where’er  the  listener  roams, 
Far  off,  the  ancient  city  lifts  its  shadowy  domes. 
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XLIX. 

Where  slow  the  Ganges  rolls  its  yellow  waves 
There  holy  “  Kashi  ”  rises  proudly  yet ! 

Her  stately  ghats  the  sacred  river  laves, 

Her  thousand  temples  mock  at  Mahomet, 

In  vain  ascends  the  lofty  minaret! 

Not  all  the  might  of  Aurangzebe’s  power 
Could  teach  the  vanquished  Hindu  to  forget 
His  native  gods,  each  slender  Moslem  Tower 
Looks  down  on  heathen  rites,  unchanged  till  this  same 
hour. 


L. 

Descend  we  now,  and  view  this  mighty  stream ! 
The  mist  of  morn  lies  chill  on  Ganga’s  breast, 

For  not  as  yet  the  sun’s  dispelling  beam 
Hath  freed  the  landscape  from  its  filmy  vest, 

A  spreading  plain,  in  dun  grey  mantle  drest 
Beyond  the  further  shore  is  dimly  seen, 

There  too,  “  Ramagar’s  ”  woods  the  glance  arrest 
Where  “Nlm”  and  “  Pipal  ”  mingle  darkly  green 
With  feathery  Tamarind,  and  Banian’s  glossy  sheen. 
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LI. 

Now  glows  the  East!  From  temple,  stream,  and  shore 
The  rolling  vapour  like  a  dream  hath  fled, 

Yet  still  the  azure  sky  is  darkened  o’er 

With  smoke  clouds,  where  the  funeral  Ares  burn  red, 

And  mourners  glean  the  ashes  of  their  dead. 

Blest  dead,  of  “  Indra’s  ”  paradise  secure! 

Those  ashes  o’er  the  sacred  river  shed 

Shall  gain  for  them  an  entrance  safe  and  sure, 

Since  Ganga’s  healing  waters  render  all  things  pure. 


LII. 

Thus  Hindus  deem!  From  regions  far  and  near 
Dark  pilgrims  come,  their  guilty  souls  to  lave 
The  young,  the  old,  the  poor,  the  rich  are  here, 

All  seek  redemption  ’neath  the  sacred  wave, 

Yet  e’en  its  virtues  scarce  avail  to  save 
Unless  their  priest  his  magic  “  Mantras  ”  drawl, 

He  rules  their  lives  from  birth  unto  the  grave, 

Rich  gifts  into  his  bowl  each  moment  fall, 

Yet  still,  with  greedy  clutch,  he  grasps  the  poor 
man’s  all. 
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LIII. 

The  Brahman’s  lowest  type  we  here  behold, 

No  mystics  learned  in  Vedic  lore  are  these, 

But  priestly  traders,  by  whose  hands  are  sold 
A  thousand  charms  the  angry  gods  t’  appease 
On  every  “  ghat  ”  they  swarm  and  sit  at  ease, 

While  penitents,  oppressed  with  sin  and  shame, 

Seek  absolution  humbly  on  their  knees, 

And — for  a  price — obtain  the  boon  they  claim 
From  men  who  falsely  bear  the  ideal  Brahma’s  name. 


LIV. 

But  high  or  low,  or  ignorant  or  wise, 

The  priestly  Brahman  is  the  prop  and  stay 
Of  superstitions,  grown  to  monstrous  size, 

And  dares  to  barter  Heaven’s  free  gift  away, 
While  yet  he  trembles,  for  he  sees  to-day 
His  Faith’s  once  sure  foundation  crumbling  fast, 
He  dreads  the  weakening  of  his  boundless  sway, 
And  keeps  the  Hindu  now,  as  in  the  past, 

Beneath  the  overshadowing  tyranny  of  Caste. 
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LV. 

Accursed  Caste!  The  Upas  famed  of  old 
Exhaled  no  poison  deadlier  than  thy  breath, 

A  lordly  tree,  yet  as  the  ancients  told, 

Its  shade  was  but  the  canopy  of  death  ; 

What  virtues  Nature’s  soil  engendereth 
Beneath  thy  withering  influence  blighted  lie, 

For  thou  hast  poisoned  love,  and  trust,  and  faith  ; 
The  fairest  flowers  of  human  Charity 
If  planted  in  thy  shade,  before  thy  blossom,  die! 


LVI. 

See  yonder  “  Jogi ”  in  his  nakedness! 

A  compound  mass  of  dirt  and  vice  and  pride, 

The  “  triple  cord  ”  alone,  his  sacred  dress. 

He  needs,  if  but  that  knot  be  duly  tied, 

No  gay  "  Khelat  ”  his  brawny  form  to  hide ; 

Hark !  down  the  street  the  cry  rings  loud  and  free 
“The  Rajah  comes!  ye  people  turn  aside!” 

Shall  he  make  way  before  a  “  Sudra” — he — ? 

The  Prince  descends,  and  to  the  beggar  bows  the  knee ! 
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*  LVII. 

Nor  is  such  reverence  to  goodness  made 
To  lowly  piety  or  sacred  worth, 

’Tis  not  a  tribute  unto  virtue  paid  ; 

The  man  may  be  the  vilest  wretch  on  earth, 

Yet  claims  it,  by  the  right  of  “  Twofold  Birth,” 
Since  never  yet  in  this  world’s  history, 

Of  claims  to  priestly  power,  has  been  a  dearth, 
And  so  this  proud  “  fakir  ”  pretends  to  be 
Himself  an  emanation  of  Divinity! 


LVIII. 

The  Brahman  sprang,  like  Pallas,  once  of  yore, 
From  out  the  Head  Divine,  ’tis  therefore  meet 
That  “  Kshatriya  ”  warriors  his  caste  adore, 

And  “  Sudras  ”  lowly  bend  before  his  feet, 

Or  “  Pariah  ”  kiss  his  shadow  in  the  street. 

Poor  “  Pariah !  ”  Casteless  wretch,  who,  creeping  by, 
Can  deem  no  self-abasement  too  complete, 

So  low,  he  yields  his  claim  without  a  sigh, 

To  share  the  brotherhood  of  one  Humanity. 
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LIX. 

Come,  let  us  see  these  countless  idol-fanes 

And  join  the  ever-swaying  multitude 

Which  throngs  the  temple  courts,  the  streets,  the  lanes  ; 

Each  pilgrim  brings  his  votive  offering  rude 

Till  every  shrine  with  flowers  and  grain  is  strewed, 

Or  wreaths  which  wear  the  sacred  golden  hue : 

Here,  first  of  Gods,  great  “  Shaiva  ”  reigns,  endued 
With  powers  of  Life — annihilating  too — 

Creator  and  Destroyer,  old,  yet  ever  new ! 


LX. 

No  less  adored  his  consort,  myriads  press 
To  bow  before  the  goddess  “  Kali’s  ”  shrine ; 

Behold  that  monster  of  misshapenness 
Which  prostrate  mortals  blindly  call  divine ! 

No  awful  presence,  solemn  yet  benign, 

Is  shadowed  forth  in  that  grim  form  of  stone, 
Greed,  vice,  and  crime  are  traced  in  every  line  ; 

By  deeds  of  blood  is  murderous  Kali  known, 

Meet  partner  of  the  great  Destroyer’s  awful  throne! 
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LXI. 

All  crimes  which  stain  the  sin-corrupted  soul, 

All  loathsome  vices  of  humanity, 

United,  formed  into1  one  hideous  whole, 

These  make  the  gods  the  Hindu  loves  to  see, 
Embodied  Sin  becomes  his  deity ; 

Compared  to  these,  seem  innocent  and  meek 
Those  countless  bulls  adored,  which  wander  free, 
And  in  the  temple  courts  their  lodging  seek, 

Or  press  through  crowded  lanes,  the  terror  of  the  weak  ! 


LXII. 

Behold  the  sacred  Cow,  whose  every  hair 
Becomes  a  god !  Could  folly  further  go  ? 

Or  see  the  Apes  of  “Durga”  grinning  there! 

On  trees  and  walls,  or  temple  roofs,  they  show, 
And  gaze  upon  the  adoring  crowd  below  ; 

Or  with  grim,  wrinkled  frown  their  brows  abase 
If  aught  arrest  the  votive  offerings’  flow, 

We  gaze  upon  each  brown  and  wizened  face, 

Yet  loathe  their  horrid  likeness  to  the  human  race! 
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LXIII. 

All  Life  is  sacred  to  the  Hindu  mind, 

Since  to  its  lowest  forms  a  soul  is  lent, 

And  in  the  crawling  beetle  you  may  find 
The  breath  of  some  immortal  spirit  pent, 

Which  once  inspired  a  mortal  tenement ; 

Yea,  I  have  seen  a  mother  start  with  dread 
While  on  the  ground  her  anxious  gaze  was  bent, 

Lest  she  should  crush  a  worm  with  heedless  tread, 
“It  is  my  child,  perchance!”  with  gleaming  tears,  she 
said. 


LX  IV. 

Therefore  it  is  that  fires  of  “  sandal  ”  gleam 
Where  Hindus  burn  the  ashes  of  their  dead 
To  cast  them  forth  upon  the  flowing  stream  ; 

For  this  must  Brahmans  still  be  paid  and  fed, 

By  whom  the  fitneral  rites  are  perfected  ; 

And  gifts  be  offered  ’neath  yon  Temple  dome, 

That  through  its  wanderings  may  be  safely  led 
The  parted  soul  ;  yea,  even  though  it  roam 
Through  myriad  forms  of  life,  ere  reaching  Indra’s 
home. 
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LXV. 

A  million  gods  the  Hindu  Pantheon  knows, 
Evolved  throughout  the  rolling  years  from  one ; 
Changeless  the  bent  of  human  nature  shows 
Since  first  the  Tempter’s  evil  work  was  done, 

And  Sin’s  victorious  course  on  earth  begun — 
Eternal  spirit  to  materialize. 

Men  worshipped  earliest  the  stars,  the  sun  ; 
Degraded  thus,  Faith’s  grand  perception  dies, 

And  all  created  things  are  gods  in  human  eyes. 


LXVI. 

What  marvel,  if  the  sons  of  modern  Ind 

Who  throng  those  halls  where  Western  learning  shines 

Hold  Brahman  Myths  but  as  the  idle  wind, 

And  shrink  disgusted  from  their  ancient  shrines? 
Since  reason  with  enlightenment  combines 
To  shake  their  faith  in  gross  idolatry  ; 

Then  lawless  freedom  comes,  the  soul  resigns 
Its  old  beliefs,  for  godless  vacancy, 

New  Laws,  new  Light  it  needs,  to  make  it  rightly  free 
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LXVII. 

What  light?  the  pale  star  of  Philosophy, 

The  Lamp  of  Reason,  trimmed  by  human  pride? 
The  wrecking  lights  of  infidelity 
Attracting  wanderers  o’er  life’s  stormy  tide 
(Without  a  pilot  chart  their  course  to  guide) 

Till  lured  by  these,  they  put  the  helm  about, 

Arid  hoping  soon  in  harbour  safe  to  ride 
They  steer  for  port.  Alas !  the  lights  go  out 
And  leave  them  on  the  breakers  of  eternal  Doubt. 


LXVIII. 

Need  they  have  foundered?  Had  they  looked  on  high 

And  seen  the  beacon  light  upon  the  hill 

They  might  have  passed  the  rocks  in  safety  by, 

To  anchor  in  the  haven  calm  and  still. 

Thus  India’s  sons  yet  steer  their  course  at  will 
O’er  troubled  seas,  beneath  a  starless  night, 

And  oh !  when  doubt  and  fear  their  spirits  fill 
Shall  we  not  point  them  to  that  beacon  bright 
Which  saves  from  storm  and  wreck? — the  clear  Evan¬ 
gel  Light. 
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LXIX. 

For  naught  but  this  hath  ever  yet  availed 
To  keep  the  flame  of  spirit-worship  clear, 

Though  many  a  prophet  Asia’s  sons  have  hailed 
As  sent  from  Heaven!  ’Twas  in  “Gaya”  here, 

“  Gautama  ”  taught,  through  many  a  wondrous  year. 
For  still  to  humble  souls  that  seek  for  truth, 

Some  ray  of  light  divine  will  oft  appear  ; 

And  pure  the  aims  of  “  Sakya  Munis’  ”  youth 
Amid  the  darkness  round,  he  shone,  a  light  in  sooth! 


LXX. 

Such  light  as  gleams  through  interstellar  space, 
When,  ’mid  the  blackness  of  the  void  afar, 

Some  faint  and  wandering  Nebula  we  trace, 

Which  never  brightens  to  a  radiant  star  : 

Vague  mists  of  doubt  the  Buddha’s  “  Doctrine  ”  mar, 
No  future,  bright  with  hope,  is  there  displayed, 
Across  “  The  Way  ”  there  lies  one  fatal  bar, 

Man,  only  for  annihilation  made! 

Yet  some  in  Western  lands  would  seek  Nirvana’s  shade. 
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LXXI. 

Oh,  ye  who  vainly  flatter  erring  creeds ! 

Ye  are  like  men  who  seek  a  distant  shore, 

And  grope  for  gold-dust  to  supply  their  needs, 

Yet  leave  the  mine  unheeded  at  their  door, 

Where  lie  rich  treasures  of  the  gleaming  ore ; 

Then,  if  some  glittering  speck  reward  their  toil, 
They  cry,  “  Oh,  world,  behold  our  precious  store !  ” 
While  still  they  turn  and  delve  th’  ungrateful  soil, 
And  Wisdom  pitying  sees,  their  vain  and  useless  moil. 


LXXII. 

All  ancient  faiths  may  own  one  glimmering  spark 
Of  light  primaeval,  shining  ere  men’s  eyes 
Had  learned  to  love  the  shadow  of  the  dark  ; 

In  every  creed,  some  faint  far  echo  lies 
Of  truths,  which  Adam  learned  in  Paradise. 

From  Eden’s  air  divine,  one  dying  breath 

May  stir  the  slough  whence  noxious  vapours  rise, 

Some  dream  of  vanished  day  yet  lingereth, 

Fast  fading  out,  alas!  in  error’s  night  of  death. 
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LXXIII. 

Like  those  lone  pools  amid  the  jungle  reeds 
And  dense,  dark  undergrowth  of  tropic  clime, 
Befouled  with  clayey  ooze  or  tangled  weeds, 

Fit  haunts  they  seem  of  mystery  and  crime  ; 

Yet  even  there,  at  midnight’s  darkest  time 
One  star  of  Heaven  may  still  reflected  glow  ; 
Amid  th’  encroaching  film  of  treacherous  slime 
One  spot  alone  remaining  clear,  to  show 
How  light  was  mirrored  there,  in  ages  long  ago. 


LXXIV. 

Now  gaze  on  yonder  Lake,  which  outstretched  lies, 
Full-fed  by  rippling  streams,  and  flowing  rills, 
Whose  crystal  springs  perennial  take  their  rise 
Amid  the  grandeur  of  the  eternal  Hills. 

Serenest  calm  the  glassy  surface  stills, 

Within  those  depths  a  myriad  stars  might  gleam, 
But  noontide  glow  that  cloudless  mirror  fills, 

And  when  the  Sun  displays  his  glorious  beam 
All  lesser  lights  die  out,  and  vanish  like  a  dream. 
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LXXV. 

Then  who  would  turn  from  that  translucent  sea 
To  search  again  in  stagnant  pools  for  light, 

Or  leave  the  sunbeam’s  dazzling  purity 
To  grope  amid  the  shadows  of  the  night? 

Oh,  brothers!  Truth  is  Truth,  and  Right  is  Right, 
Both  stand  revealed  in  God’s  own  Word  divine, 

The  standard  of  the  Cross,  ’neath  which  we  fight, 
Admits  no  rival  banner  near  the  shrine, 

The  Christian  ranks  must  show  no  weak  or  wavering 
line ! 


LXXVI. 

Therefore  in  hope,  we  watch  the  brightening  East, 
And  gazing  outward  from  these  idol-shrines, 

The  future  triumph  of  our  Heavenly  Priest 
In  symbol  there,  our  eager  soul  divines. 

Though  not  as  yet,  His  sun  of  glory  shines 
Amid  the  darkness  of  this  pilgrim  strand, 

Yet  even  now  we  see  the  glimmering  signs 
Of  coming  day,  where  one  true  convert-band 
In  Christian  “  Sigra  ”  dwells,  the  firstfruit  of  the  land. 
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LXXVII. 

Our  course,  like  Ganga’s  own,  must  wander  far 
From  old  Benares,  in  her  slow  decay. 

Age  hath  no  beauty,  if  the  evening  star 
Of  love  and  faith  shed  not  its  cheering  ray 
Across  the  shadows  of  life’s  parting  day  : 

So  when  we  leave  this  incense-clouded  shore 
And  see  the  funeral  fires  burn  dim  and  grey, 

We  seem  to  breathe  a  purer  air  once  more 
Speeding  ’neath  cloudless  skies,  o’er  Nature’s  verdant 
floor. 
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CANTO  II. 


I. 

CROSS  the  “  Lower  Provinces”  we  hie, 

This  crowded  earth’s  most  densely  peopled  land, 
Bengal  and  green  Behar  around  us  lie ; 

’Mid  fertile  levels  stretched  on  either  hand, 

Close  pressed  and  thronged  the  myriad  hamlets  stand. 
Whose  lands  ancestral  now  no  foes  assail  ; 

Elected  Headsmen  sway  each  village  band, 

For  here  those  rural  communes  still  prevail 
Where  peasants  rule  and  judge  within  their  rustic  pale. 

II. 

At  eve,  behold,  the  Village  Elders  met 
Beneath  yon  spreading  Banian’s  pillared  shade! 

A  nobler  Hall  of  justice  never  yet 

Hath  Art  with  all  her  varied  powers  displayed  ; 

Nor  vaulted  roof,  nor  sculptured  colonnade 
Can  form  a  grander  whole  than  this,  I  deem, 

A  “  forum  ”  by  the  hand  of  Nature  made, 

And  lighted  up  by  many  a  golden  gleam 
From  Heaven’s  own  lustrous  dome,  where  justice- 
shines  supreme. 
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III. 

There  glows  her  light,  full-orbed,  but  in  its  course 
Earth’s  atmosphere  deflects  the  beam  divine, 

Till  spent  too  soon  its  ardent  heaven-born  force 
It  wavers  down,  a  faint  and  trembling  line, 

So  dim  that  scarce  our  eyes  can  see  it  shine. 

The  mists  of  Passion  hide  it  from  our  sight, 

Or  clouds,  or  prejudice,  while  yet  we  pine 
For  clearer  radiance,  groping  in  the  night, 

Because  we  look  not  upward,  to  the  source  of  light. 


IV. 

This  India  knew,  in  ages  past  and  gone 

Dense  darkness  o’er  her  high  tribunals  reigned, 

And  in  her  rural  villages  alone 

The  old  “  Panchayat  ”  justice  still  maintained. 

While  in  the  courts  of  Law  corruption  gained 

Insidious  entrance  first,  then  mastery, 

These  simple  peasants  kept  their  hands  unstained 
From  taint  of  bribe,  beneath  some  leafy  tree 
They  judged,  with  patriarchal,  quaint  simplicity. 
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V. 

On,  on  we  speed,  across  th’  unvarying  plain 
Where  colour  only  changes  to  the  eye, 

And  fields  of  indigo  or  swelling  grain 
Flush  soft  from  green  to  gold,  as  seasons  fly  ; 

Like  snowfields  gleaming  ’neath  the  radiant  sky, 
White  silken  blossoms  of  the  poppy  show, 

Yet  hidden  there  the  seeds  of  poison  lie, 

Man’s  own  self-chosen  curse,  destroying  slow, 

God’s  gift  of  healing  made,  a  source  of  boundless 
woe ! 


VI. 

Now  parts  the  stream!  Far  westward  ’mid  the  green, 
Old,  dull,  and  tired,  the  Ganges  slowly  dies, 

Forgets  the  glories  which  its  course  hath  seen, 

The  crystal  glaciers  whence  its  fountains  rise, 

Where  giant  snow-peaks  soar  into  the  skies, 

And  dreams  out  life  in  dull  monotony, 

While  countless  channels  drain  the  last  supplies 
Of  sluggish  waters,  once  so  full  and  free, 

Till  lost  in  endless  marsh,  they  melt  in  to  the  sea. 


48 


THE  PILGRIM  OF  INDIA. 


VII. 

But  “  Ganga  ”  gathering  all  its  ancient  force 
In  “  Hugh  ”  rolls  a  massy  volume  down, 

Bearing  the  soil  from  its  primaeval  source 
By  fort  and  factory,  mart  and  field  and  town, 

Or  bastions  grim,  where  threatening  batteries  frown  ; 
Till  lo !  its  current  meets  the  briny  breeze, 

For  sixty  leagues  it  stains  the  ocean  brown  ; 
Planting  the  mountains  in  the  azure  seas, 

Where  future  lands  shall  rise  in  far-off  centuries. 


VIII. 

This  glowing  vegetation,  rich  and  rank, 

Yea,  all  this  fertile  Delta’s  wondrous  maze 
Where,  o’er  the  flooded  fields,  and  jungles  dank, 
There  rises  still  a  steamy  vaporous  haze, 

Earth’s  moisture,  yielding  to  the  solar  rays, 

All,  all  is  “  Ganga’s  ”  gift,  its  last  bequest 
A  legacy  of  wealth  to-  future  days! 

From  plain  and  mount,  the  river’s  heaving  breast 
Bore  down  this  teeming  soil,  and  laid  it  here  to  rest. 


CALCUTTA ,  DARJEELING,  ALLAHABAD. 


49 


IX. 

Oh,  ancient  River,  flowing  still  the  same 
Amid  the  changes  of  the  wondrous  years, 

Heedless  what  races  o’er  thy  banks  have  ranged, 
What  generations  with  their  hopes  and  fears, 

Their  deeds  of  fame,  their  laughter  and  their  tears, 
Have  passed  from  thee  into  Eternity  ; 

Thou  hast  seen  kingdoms  laid  upon  their  biers  ; 

No  change  more  wondrous  couldst  thou  ever  see 
Than  that  which  three  short  centuries  have  brought 
to  thee ! 


X. 

Near  where  Calcutta  stands  in  glorious  prime, 

The  “  ghat  ”  of  Kali  rose,  in  olden  days 
Huge  alligators  weltered  in  the  slime, 

Or  crawling  forth  to  bask  in  noontide  blaze 
On  oozy  flats  their  horrid  scales  would  raise, 

Though  close  at  hand  the  mud-walled  hamlet  lay, 
Where  children  swarmed,  and  waged  their  mimic  frays, 
While  on  the  sloping  “  ghat’s  ”  broad  steps  of  clay 
The  village  gossips  met  to  chat  at  close  of  day  : 
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XI. 

Or  watched,  perchance,  when  morning  light  hung  low, 
One  dark  grey  smoke-cloud  stain  the  pearly  East, 
And  then  with  early  offerings  would  go 
To  Kali’s  temple,  where  the  Brahman  priest 
Spread  daily  forth  her  sacrificial  feast, 

Drawling  his  “  Mantras  ”  slowly  line  by  line; 

While,  standing  o’er  some  newly  slaughtered  beast, 
He  cursed  the  Moslem,  there  before  the  shrine, 

And  called  down  on  his  tyrant,  punishment  condign. 


XII. 

Then  had  he  been  a  Seer,  to  take  his  stand 
And  watch  that  cloud  which  strangely  flecked  the  sky, 
It  might  have  seemed  a  weird  prophetic  hand 
Foreshadowing  storms  to  gather  by  and  bye, 

When  Moslem  tyranny  should  broken  lie, 

And  pale-faced  strangers  from  the  distant  West — 
Whose  factory  sent  forth  those  fumes  on  high — 
Should  rule  the  land  from  sea  to  mountain  crest, 

And  argosies  lie  cradled  on  the  Hugh’s  breast. 
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XIII. 

For  lo !  that  Hindu  village  has  become 
The  stately  capital  of  modern  days, 

Where  swamps  and  rice-fields  lay,  resounds  the  hum 
Of  busy  traffic  on  its  marts  and  quays. 

Where  alligators  basked  in  noontide  blaze, 

Long  files  of  anchored  shipping  line  the  shore, 
Canoes,  rafts,  “  budgerows  ”  throng  the  watery  ways; 
And  from  the  banks  there  rises  evermore 
A  vast  and  crowded  city’s  ceaseless  murmuring  roar. 


XIV. 

Here  Empire  lives,  and  all  its  arteries  draw 
Their  health  and  motion  from  this  throbbing  heart, 
Whence  flows  the  current  of  life-giving  Law 
Which  pulsates  through  the  frame  in  every  part ! 
Here  science,  commerce,  wisdom,  learning,  art 
Dwell  side  by  side  with  fair  philanthropy, 

And  Christian  Faith,  whose  tall  Church  spires  dart 
Their  points  to  Heaven,  whose  Missions  scattered  free 
Gleam  bright  amid  the  shrines  of  dark  idolatry. 
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XV. 


What  busy  thousands  haunt  the  Hugh’s  course ! 

A  flowing  stream  doth  still  attract  mankind, 

And  draws  men  as  by  some  resistless  force 
Their  work  or  pleasure  on  its  shores  to  find  ; 

Here  graceful  boats  from  distant  regions  wind 
Amid  the  vessels  moored  ;  so  close  the  ranks, 

Their  rigging  seems  inextricably  twined, 

Shrill  cries  of  sailors,  echo  from  the  banks 
As  with  the  changing  tide  each  cable  strains  and 
clanks. 


XVI. 

Behold  a  goodly  sight,  as  day  grows  late, 

To  “eat  the  air”  the  world  of  fashion  wends, 

The  scarlet  livery  of  viceregal  state 
With  one  long  line  of  mingled  colour  blends 
A  riding,  driving  throng  that  never  ends 
Along  the  wide  “  Maidan,”  the  river  side  ; 

Long  level  rays,  the  “  yellow  evening  ”  sends 
Across  the  stream,  where  ghostly  vessels  glide, 

And  slip  down  from  their  moorings  with  the  ebbing 
tide. 
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XVII. 

Far  in  the  West  the  setting  sun  shines  low, 

A  golden  globe  that  floats  in  azure  air, 

It  melts  below  the  verge,  a  roseate  glow 
Floods  all  the  sky,  and  bright  beyond  compare 
Gleams  the  white  city  in  that  crimson  glare ; 
Till  swiftly  tropic  darkness  doth  arrive 
And  light  fades  out  on  yon  tall  column  fair  ! 

A  soldier’s  monument,  for  here  doth  thrive 
The  cult  of  heroes;  yet  no  pillar  soars  to  Clive! 


XVIII. 

What  matter,  if  no  stone,  whose  flatteries  cloy 
Each  manly  breast,  hath  blazoned  forth  his  name? 
The  mighty  shade  of  that  immortal  boy 
Shall  haunt  the  land  of  his  undying  fame, 

So  long  as  patriot  zeal  and  valour  claim 
Their  meed  of  praise  from  Britain’s  grateful  race ; 
Yea,  even  though  our  praise  be  tinged  with  blame, 
For  clouds  will  dim  the  brightest  star  in  space, 

And  spots  have  marred  awhile  the  sun’s  own  glorious 
face. 
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XIX. 

Can  fiction  tell  a  tale  more  passing  strange 
Than  is  the  record  of  Clive’s  great  career? 

’Scaped  from  the  counting-house,  the  Mart  of  ’Change, 
To  souls  like  his,  captivity  most  drear — 

A  Leader  born,  in  Arcot’s  famous  year 
He  stemmed  the  tide  of  Gallia’s  swift  advance  ; 

Then  ruled  in  Southern  Ind  without  a  peer, 

While  still  new  victories  would  his  fame  enhance, 
And  Dupleix’s  dream  of  victory  faded  out  for  France. 


XX. 


Yet  brave  Dupleix,  since  England’s  generous  soul 
Still  loves  a  gallant  foe,  accept  this  line 
Of  tribute  to  thy  greatness,  Victory’s  goal 
Thou  couldst  not  reach,  but  Honour  shall  enshrine 
Thy  name  in  History,  and  Fame  entwine 
A  wreath  for  one  who  played  a  patriot’s  part, 
Though  doomed  at  last  in  cold  neglect  to  pine  ; 

It  was  ungrateful  France  that  made  thee  smart, 
Peace,  warrior,  to  thine  ashes,  and  thy  broken  heart ! 
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XXL 


There  have  been  battles  which  have  changed  the  world, 
And  such  was  Plassy!  On  that  glorious  day 
When  Clive,  with  confidence  sublime,  unfurled 
St.  George’s  banner  o’er  his  weak  array, 

And  led  his  puny  forces  to  the  fray, 

The  star  of  Britain  rose  on  India’s  shore! 

That  hour  began  her  vast  imperial  sway, 

Till  gallant  sons  her  flag  of  victory  bore 
From  West  Arabian  seas  to  Burma’s  further  shore. 


XXII. 

On  Clive  and  Hastings,  history  hath  said, 
Temptations  many  pressed  with  awful  weight ; 

For  their  mistakes  and  sins  they  dearly  paid, 

But  what  was  noblest  in  them  made  them  great  : 
Unflinching  courage  against  adverse  fate, 

The  grasp  of  genius,  and  the  gift  of  rule, 

They  made  wise  laws,  they  founded  deep  the  state. 
And  paved  the  way  for  England’s  noble  school 
Of  rulers,  loving  virtue  more  than  blazoned  Gule. 
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XXIII. 

But  not  alone,  where  warlike  deeds  appear, 

Nor  in  State  records,  do  great  names  abound ! 

The  Church  can  show  her  roll  of  warriors  here — 
Truth’s  standard  bearers,  ’mid  the  foes  around — 
One  lonely  spot  she  guards  as  hallowed  ground, 
Where  Martyn  prayed  with  tears  of  agony 
For  India’s  weal  ;  here  saintly  Heber  found 
An  early  grave,  here  dwelt  th’  undaunted  “  Three  ”  * 
Who  gave  to  India  first  the  Word  that  makes  men  free. 


XXIV. 

Near  Serampur— a  ruin  now — forlorn, 

The  old  Pagoda  stands  where  Martyn  prayed, 

Or  in  the  grey,  cool  hours  of  early  morn 
Sate  musing  oft  beneath  its  ancient  shade ; 

Across  the  stream,  perchance,  his  glances  strayed. 

The  broad  calm  river  seemed  a  molten  sea 
Of  shining  silver,  and  its  murmurs  made 
Their  soft  responses  to  his  Litany, 

While  songs  of  happy  birds  chimed  sweet  Antiphone. 


Carey,  Marshman,  and  Ward. 
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XXV. 


Still,  now  as  then,  the  scene  is  wondrous  fair, 

When  soft  grey  shadows  o’er  the  landscape  brood, 
But  seek  it  not,  in  noontide’s  blinding  glare, 

Which  steals  the  tints  from  yonder  verdant  wood, 
Where  Barrackpore  shows  white  across  the  flood  ; 
Bright  homes  and  gleaming  monuments  arise, 

And  yet  a  sadness  dims  our  cheerful  mood, 

For  there  the  Tomb  of  Charlotte  Canning  lies, 

Whose  sweet  life  faded  out  beneath  these  Indian  skies. 


XXVI. 

But  few  there  are,  who  seek  the  lonely  ways 
Where  haunts  of  beauty  round  Calcutta  lie ! 

Dense  jungles  line  the  path,  a  ’wildering  maze 
Of  gorgeous  creepers,  orchids’  brilliant  dye ; 

The  roads  are  avenues,  where,  arching  high, 

Tall  trees  and  feathery  bamboos  are  seen  ; 

Caladiums  in  bright  masses  charm  the  eye, 

All  veined  and  streaked  with  purple,  crimson,  green, 
Soft  ferns  and  waving  grasses  o’er  the  wayside  lean. 
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XXVII. 

Amid  the  lighter  jungle’s  flickering  gloom 
Some  glittering  “  Jhll  ”  lies  lonely  and  apart, 

A  forest  pool,  where  water  lilies  bloom — • 

The  pure  white  Lotus  with  its  rosy  heart — 

There  screaming  waterfowl  rise,  wheel,  and  dart, 
They  scarcely  seem  to  know  the  fear  of  men, 

And  yet  so  near  men’s  haunts,  the  street,  the  mart, 
Where  still  they  love  to  dwell  in  crowded  pen, 

And  there  our  wandering  steps  must  now  return  again. 


XXVIII. 

In  restless  currents  ever  streaming  by 
The  graceful,  lithe  Bengalis  come  and  go, 

Not  here  such  varying  races  meet  the  eye 
As  India’s  western  capital  can  show ; 

These  dark-eyed  women  gliding  to  and  fro 
Are  daughters  of  the  people;  freedom  theirs! 

A  joy  their  richer  sisters  never  know, 

And  better  poverty,  with  all  its  cares, 

Than  luxury,  when  gilded  chains  the  captive  wears. 
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XXIX. 

How  little  can  a  passing  stranger  learn 
Of  all  these  myriads  in  their  lives  and  ways, 
Their  outward  semblance  though  he  may  discern 
Like  forms  in  some  phantasmagoric  maze, 

He  longs,  perchance,  to  pierce  th’  obscuring  haze 
Of  differing  speech,  tradition,  race,  and  creed, 
Yet,  could  their  thoughts  lie  open  to  his  gaze, 
The  same  old  human  story  he  would  read 
Of  universal  passions,  love,  hope,  anger,  greed! 


XXX. 

Men  hate  or  love,  hope,  suffer,  live,  and  die 
Alike,  where’er  the  Pilgrim’s  steps  may  range, 

And  so  in  every  land  beneath  the  sky 

There  is  one  language  which  doth  never  change, 

No  region  where  its  utterance  is  strange ; 

The  language  of  the  heart — that  magic  tone 
Is  felt  by  all,  without  dull  words  exchange, 

The  glance  of  loving  sympathy  alone 

May  win  a  brother’s  heart,  whose  speech  is  all  unknown. 
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XXXI. 

But  see!  the  crowds  divide,  what  concourse  comes? 
A  loud  discordance  vibrates  on  the  air, 

Of  beating  “  tam-tams,”  India’s  native  drums, 

Of  screaming  fife,  and  trumpet’s  noisy  blare, 

Long  lines  of  smoky  torches  fume  and  glare, 

While  men  and  boys,  all  clad  in  garments  gay, 

On  silver  trays  piled  fruit  and  sweetmeats  bear. 
With  jest  and  laughter  they  beguile  the  way, 

To  cheer  the  youthful  bridegroom  on  his.  marriage  day. 


XXXII. 

Borne  high  aloft,  upon  his  chair  of  state, 

In  gorgeous  dress,  and  ’broidery  of  gold, 

The  hero  of  the  hour,  grave,  proud,  elate, 

Rich  jewels  gleaming  on  his  garments’  fold, 

All  garlanded  with  flowers,  we  behold, 

He  seeks  the  bride  who.  doth  his  coming  wait, 

A  cry  goes  forth — as  in  the  days  of  old — 

“  The  bridegroom  comes  !  The  night  is  wearing  late  !  ” 
And  virgins  bearing  torches  meet  him  at  the  gate. 
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XXXIII. 

Here  song  and  feast  resound  by  night  and  day  ; 

A  pleasure-loving  people,  light  and  vain, 

Loquacious,  fickle,  gentle,  soft  and  gay, 

Bengalis  ever  were,  and  still  remain ! 

And  yet  a  subtle  race,  of  keenest  brain  ; 

But  wanting  “  character,”  which  strength  instils  ; 

They  never  Independence  could  attain 
For  ever  ruled  by  men  of  stronger  wills, 

And  slaves  of  hardier  races  from  the  Northern  Hills. 


XXXIV. 

They  taste  a  freedom  now  they  never  knew 
Ere  Delhi’s  throne  had  tottered  to  its  fall, 

Yet  still  some  discontented,  restless  few — 

The  shallow,  noisy  school  of  “Young  Bengal” — 
Are  found  in  every  State-paid  college  hall, 
Insulting  Government,  with  jeer  and  gibe 
Reviling  Rule,  yet  office-seekers  all ! 

No  other  work  contents  this  foolish  tribe, 

And  every  peasant’s  son  aspires  to  be  a  scribe ! 
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XXXV. 

These  are  but  froth  upon  the  surface  sea, 

The  “  people’s  ”  vaster  ocean  gently  flows, 

In  calmer  motion,  law-bound  liberty — 

The  only  freedom  happy  Nature  knows — 

Where  yonder  noble  Court  of  Justice  shows 
The  humblest  coolie  feels  his  cause  secure, 

With  confidence  he  may  his  wrongs  disclose, 

Of  kindly,  patient  hearing  ever  sure, 

Grateful  that  justice  now  is  found  unstained  and  pure. 


XXXVI. 


In  stately  rows,  around  the  wide  “  Maidan  ” 

The  stiff  white  mansions  of  the  wealthy  stand, 
With  arching  gate,  and  richly-drest  “  Darwan,” 
And  flowering  shrubs  aglow  on  every  hand  ; 
There  dwell  the  busy  rulers  of  the  land, 

To  hard  official  toil  for  ever  tied, 

And  there  Society’s  more  thoughtless  band, 

Who  seek  the  haunts  of  pleasure  and  of  pride, 
And  ’mid  excitement’s  whirl  are  still  unsatisfied. 
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XXXVII. 

Farewell  Calcutta!  Though  I  know  thee  great, 
Enlightened,  prosperous,  progressive,  free, 

Yet  do  I  weary  of  thy  formal  state, 

Thy  wants  are  more  than  all  thy  wealth  to  me  ; 

Not  thine  the  beauty  of  the  circling  sea, 

The  grandeur  of  the  vast  extending  plain, 

Nor  rugged  mountains’  wild  sublimity ; 

While  near  thee  fever  lurks,  the  Delta’s  bane, 

Rising  from  hotbed  growths  of  jungle,  reed,  and  cane! 


XXXVIII. 

• 

Mine  eyes  shall  see  thy  palaces  no  more, 

And  so  I  bid  thee  now  a  last  farewell, 

To  wend  my  way  afar  from  Hugh’s  shore, 

Lured  onwards  by  the  mountains’  magic  spell  ; 

O’er  fertile  plains,  whose  undulating  swell 
Slopes  gently  upward  to  the  distant  height, 

And  as  we  dash  through  jungle,  brake,  and  fell, 

A  wilderness  of  beauty  meets  our  sight 
Where  arching  aisles  sweep  on,  with  glowing  verdure 
bright 
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XXXIX. 

In  massy  groups  the  forest  giants  rise, 

Around  each  trunk  some  gay  Lliana  clings, 

And  countless  orchids  bloom  before  our  eyes, 

For  Nature  here  her  lavish  colour  flings 
On  tree  and  flower,  and  beauteous  living  things, 
Which  glow  and  glitter  as  they  flash  along, 

Or  flit  from  bough  to  bough  with  gleaming  wings, 
A  merry,  twittering,  but  untune ful  throng, 

For  theirs’  the  gift  of  colour,  not  the  gift  of  song. 


XL. 


Through  depths  of  shade  the  flickering  sunbeam  glints 
On  many  a  bronze-winged  pigeon’s  glossy  sheen, 

On  gorgeous  peacock’s  iridescent  tints, 

Or  gaudy  parrots,  plumed  in  emerald  green  ; 
Athwart  the  pendent  creeper’s  flowery  screen, 

On  moss  and  fern  light  falls  in  latticed  bars, 

While  like  some  monster,  ’mid  a  fairy  scene, 

Speeds  the  loud  engine  with  its  rushing  cars, 

And  all  the  solemn  grandeur  of  the  forest  mars. 
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XLI. 


But  woodland  vistas  now  are  past  and  gone, 

By  cliff  and  cragg  and  beetling  precipice 
In  wondrous  curves  the  iron  track  winds  on, 
Skirting  the  edges  of  each  vast  abyss, 

While  scarce  the  bravest  heart  can  fear  dismiss. 
Above  the  belt  of  clouds  we  slowly  rise 
To  purer  air,  where  but  to  breathe  is  bliss, 

And  where  Darjeeling  basks  ’neath  sunlit  skies 
Himalaya’s  snowy  ranges  greet  our  dazzled  eyes. 


XLII. 

’Tis  joy  to  dwell  upon  this  lofty  height! 

In  some  enchanted  land  I  seem  to  roam, 

And  breathe  an  atmosphere  of  pure  delight ; 
Though  I  have  loved  to  sail  the  ocean  foam, 

Yet  mountains  ever  were  my  heart’s  true  home  ; 
High  o’er  these  haunts  of  men  I  love  to  climb, 
Where  I  can  view  each  pinnacle  and  dome, 
Unmoved,  unchanged,  from  immemorial  time 
They  rise,  those  mighty  Hills,  in  majesty  sublime ! 

E 
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XLIII. 

See,  how  they  scale  the  heavens,  tier  on  tier ! 

And  seem  to  pierce  the  blue  empyrean  veil, 

There  soars  Mount  Everest  without  a  peer, 

No  rival'  dare  his  majesty  assail, 

Around  his  footstool  beats  the  stormy  gale, 

While  avalanches  to  the  depths  are  hurled  ; 

’Mid  glittering  legions  sheathed  in  icy  mail, 

His  snowy  banner  o’er  the  clouds  unfurled, 

He  sits  enthroned,  the  mountain-monarch  of  the  world! 


XLIV. 

It  seems  to  end  the  earth,  that  barrier  wall, 
Girdling  the  azure  with  its  snowy  band ! 

We  cannot  see  the  realms  of  bright  Nepal, 

Nor  far  Thibet,  that  strange,  mysterious  land  ; 
Beneath  our  feet  the  wooded  slopes  expand, 

And  scattered  homes  ’mid  wintry  gardens  show, 

Yet  still,  with  upward  gaze,  entranced  we  stand  ; 
What  care  we  now  for  aught  that  lies  below? 

Who  see  upon  the  Eternal  Hills  the  evening  glow. 
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XLV. 

A  faint  transparent  flush  has  touched  the  snows, 
Slowly  it  undulates  from  crest  to  crest, 

Till  every  silver  peak  is  tinged  with  rose, 

While  deeper  crimson  floods  each  mountain  breast, 
And  all  the  sunset-radiance  of  the  West 
From  crystal  glaciers  doth  reflected  gleam; 

Ah!  never  yet  hath  speech  of  man  exprest 

The  wonder  of  that  vision !  Heavenly  glories  seem 

Revealed  fgr  one  blest  moment  in  a  fleeting  dream. 


XLV  I. 

The  crimson  fades  on  yonder  changing  sky, 

The  firmament  has  paled  to  green  and  gold, 

On  dome  and  pinnacle  the  colours  die, 

The  ranges  glitter  steely  grey  and  cold, 

Till  suddenly  the  shades  of  night  enfold 
A  silent  world,  the  dream  has  passed  away  ; 

But  in  the  lonely  Heaven  our  eyes  behold 

One  gleaming  star,  whose  pure  and  stedfast  ray 

Seems  like  an  angel-smile,  to  bless  the  parting  day. 
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XL  VII. 

Our  hearts  have  felt,  what  words  could  never  breathe, 
The  rapture,  and  the  wonder,  and  the  thrill, 

For  scenes  like  these  unto  the  mind  bequeathe 
A  glowing  memory  no  time  can  chill 
While  life  endures,  and  thought  recalls  at  will 
The  glory  of  that  vision  ;  future  days 
May  see  its  radiance  hover  round  us  still ; 

Across  some  gloomy  city’s  crowded  ways 
Shall  flash  Himalayan  peaks,  sun-flushed  with  golden 
rays. 


XLVIII. 

Fair  lies  Darjeeling  in  its  winter  sleep, 

Though  now  the  world  of  fashion  knows  it  not, 
Deserted  homes  are  scattered  o’er  the  steep 
And  snow-fringed  pine  woods  guard  each  lonely  cot, 
But  happiest  we  deem  their  peaceful  lot 
Who  watch  the  changes  of  the  ’circling  year 
Amid  the  quiet  of  this  lovely  spot ; 

The  rush  of  city  life  ascends  not  here, 

No  rising  smoke-clouds  dim  the  crystal  atmosphere. 
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XLIX. 


Our  pulses  leap  to  greet  the  mountain  breeze, 

Pure  sunshine  glitters  on  the  fields  of  snow, 

White  robes  of  beauty  deck  the  laden  trees, 

And,  gazing  far  into  the  depths  below, 

We  see  the  golden  eagle  wheeling  slow 
Across  the  purple  of  some  dark  ravine ; 

With  souls  entranced,  upon  our  way  we  go. 

New  thoughts,  new  feelings  from  new  sights  we  glean, 
And  commune  thus  with  Nature  in  each  varied  scene. 


L. 

Strange  converse,  born  of  man’s  initiative, 

For  Nature  doth  but  yield  us  back  again 
The  perfect  counterpart  of  that  we  give! 

Our  melodies  awake  her  sweet  refrain, 

And  if  we  grieve  she  seems  to  feel  our  pain, 

Or  in  her  sunshine  doth  reflect  our  smiles  ; 

Her  deeper  sympathy  we  seek  in  vain — - 

Fair,  soulless  creature,  that  with  changeful  wiles 

And  with  her  tender  beauty,  all  our  heart  beguiles. 
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LI. 

For  when  the  mysteries  of  life  begin 

To  cloud  our  souls  with  terror,  doubt,  and  woe; 

The  mystery  of  sorrow  and  of  sin, 

Th’  enigma  of  our  human  life  below  ; 

Go  then  to  Nature,  anxious  questioner,  go! 

She  seems  a  creature  paralyzed  and  numb  ; 

Set  forth  the  problem  thou  dost  long  to  know, 
Demand  an  answer!  Doth  an  answer  come? 
Alas,  poor  Nature,  she  is  motionless  and  dumb. 


LII. 

The  “Book  of  Nature”  never  saved  a  soul, 

It  doth  proclaim  an  Author,  so  far  well. 

His  majesty  and  might  it  may  unroll, 

His  plans  and  purposes  it  cannot  tell, 

Not  there  we  learn  how  Man  from  glory  fell, 

Nor  how  Salvation  crowned  the  promised  years, 
The  Earth  may  bloom,  the  starry  chorus  swell, 

Yet  still  for  Man,  with  all  his  hopes  and  fears, 
One  page  of  Revelation  doth  outshine  the  spheres! 
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LIII. 

But  when  we  know,  all  Nature  seems  to  speak, 

We  breathe  our  souls  into  her  lifeless  clay, 

Creative  glory  shines  from  every  peak, 

From  cloudy  vales  the  darkness  rolls  away, 

For  Love  divine  illumes  with  lambent  ray 
The  world  our  Heavenly  Father  made  so  fair; 

And  we  can  wait  in  patience  for  that  day 
When  Earth  renewed,  no  stain  of  sin  shall  bear, 
And  Knowledge,  crowning  Faith,  annihilate  Despair. 


LIV. 

Fain  would  I  linger  in  this  calm  retreat, 

Yet  must  I  hasten  onwards  to  the  West, 

To  reach  that  city  where  the  rivers  meet, 

And  Jumna’s  sparkling  waters  sink  to  rest 
Upon  the  still  expanse  of  Ganga’s  breast, 

For  ever  since  the  earliest  Aryan  age, 

Yea,  e’en  when  Moslem  lords  this  land  possessed, 
Dark  Hindus  gathered  there  for  pilgrimage, 

Alike  ’neath  fortune’s  smile  or  persecution’s  rage. 
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LY. 

The  weak,  the  suffering,  the  halt,  the  blind, 

Are  drawn  by  secret  cravings  of  the  soul. 

Strange  yearning  instincts,  found  in  all  mankind, 
Alike  in  every  clime,  from  pole  to  pole, 

These  seek  redemption  where  the  waters  roll, 

And  thus  a  “  type  ”  becomes  materialized, 

A  thousand  years  “  Pryag  ”  *  has  been  the  goal 
Of  rich  and  poor,  the  noble,  the  despised, 

Who  bear  to  distant  homes  the  sacred  water  prized. 


LVI. 

Since  first  the  Hindus  bowed  ’neath  Moslem  sway 
No  love,  no  pity  could  “Islam’'  afford 
To  teach  idolators  a  better  way, 

Its  one  and  only  teacher  was  the  sword  ; 

Hence,  rigid  Mullahs,  Akbar’s  rule  abhorred, 

And  cursed  those  princes  politic  and  wise 
Who  unto  all  would  tolerance  afford, 

Freethinking  princes,  scorning  “Maulvi”  lies, 

Small  light  had  they  themselves  t’  enlighten  darkened 
eyes. 

*  Allahabad. 
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LVII. 

Then  rose  fierce  “  Aurangzeb,”  a  zealot  he, 

“  The  Hindu  Scourge,”  a  Musulman  indeed, 
Relentless,  cruel,  stained  with  treachery  ; 

But  persecution  never  killed  a  creed ! 

Though  temples  fall,  and  myriad  victims  bleed, 

New  seed,  from  ashes  rising,  will  begin 
To  blossom  into  flower  or  poisonous  weed  ; 

One  only  way  there  is  man’s  soul  to  win, 

’Tis  Love  unlocks  the  gate,  that  Truth  may  enter  in. 


LVIII. 

Unchanging,  ’midst  indifference  or  hate, 

The  Hindu  creed  retained  its  ancient  hold 
On  India’s  millions,  ’neath  the  frown  of  hate 
The  Brahmans  gathered  still  a  faithful  fold, 

Whose  constancy  their  very  foes  extolled  ; 

Since  first  grim  “  Shaiva’s  ”  votaries  gathered  here 
Long  centuries  their  onward  course  have  rolled, 

Still  on  these  banks  the  swarming  crowds  appear 
To  cleanse  their  sin-stained  souls,  oppressed  with 
doubt  and  fear. 
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LIX. 

Mean  beggars  in  their  rags  and  misery 
Are  jostled  by  the  “  Bania,”  richly  drest, 

And,  standing  knee-deep  in  the  flood,  we  see 
A  swaying  multitude,  close  thronged  and  pressed  ; 
Forgiveness,  peace  of  soul,  their  hopeless  quest. 

It  is  not  here,  the  gift  they  seek,  alas ! 

This  is  no  spot  miraculously  blest, 

For  here  humanity’s  benighted  mass 
Might  grieve  Earth’s  Guardian  Angels  as  they  pitying 
pass. 


LX. 

To  these,  her  subjects  of  this  Eastern  land, 

What  knowledge,  and  what  light,  hath  England 
brought  ? 

Her  countless  schools  arise  on  every  hand  ; 

See  yonder  stately  Home  of  Art  and  Thought ! 

Its  halls  are  filled  with  callow  fledgelings,  taught 
All  truths  of  knowledge,  save  the  Truth  Divine  ; 

Old  faiths  they  lose,  to  be  exchanged  for  naught, 
Their  troubled  souls  in  cold  negation  pine, 

They  find  no  star  of  hope  upon  their  night  to  shine. 
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LXI. 

The  State  hath  feared  to  wave  the  torch  of  truth, 

So  what  she  dared  not  do  her  sons  have  done, 

And  India’s  children  may  now  learn  in  youth 
To  find  the  Light  of  Life — the  “Only  One” — 

But  yet  so  vast  the  work,  so  late  begun, 

That  oft  the  weak  light-bearers  faint  and  fail, 

They  need  not  fear,  the  victory  shall  be  won  ; 

The  baleful  light  of  error  soon  shall  pale, 

And  by  its  Love  divine  the  Cross  shall  yet  prevail ! 


LXII. 


What  monuments  of  sympathy  and  love 

Have  Christians  reared  through  India’s  vast  extent ! 

The  Charity  which  cometh  from  above, 

Though  ever  spending,  yet  is  never  spent ; 

It  meets  the  needs,  so  marvellously  blent 
Of  suffering  bodies,  and  of  sin-sick  souls, 

It  seeks  the  weary  women,  cribbed  and  pent 
In  dull  Zananas,  where  time  slowly  rolls, 

And  kindly  visits  come,  as  welcome  Heaven-sent  doles. 
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“  Zanana,”  rises  not  a  fairy  vision 
Of  latticed  courts,  and  gardens  flower-gemmed? 
Where  pleasures  dwell,  as  in  the  fields  Elysian  ; 
’Neath  shadowy  palms,  ascending,  giant-stemmed, 
From  all  the  world’s  rude  cares  shut  in  and  hemmed, 
Soft,  dark-eyed  women  lounge  in  silken  ease ; 

And  if  to  slight  captivity  condemned 

’Mid  scenes  which  charm  the  heart,  the  senses  please, 

We  scarcely  need  to  pity  captives  such  as  these. 


LX  IV. 

Alas !  such  visions  can  be  only  true 
In  palaces  where  wealth  and  greatness  dwell, 

Yet  even  there  the  pined  heart  may  rue 
Its  forced  captivity.  Ah !  who  can  tell 
What  ceaseless  thrills,  what  frantic  yearnings  swell 
The  panting  bosom  of  the  caged  bird, 

Which  pines  in  secret  for  its  native  dell? 

Thus  souls  by  love  of  liberty  are  stirred, 

And  freedom’s  stifled  voice  is  still  in  whispers  heard. 
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LXV 


Full  many  are  the  sorrows  and  the  sins 
Shut  in  behind  the  “  Parda’s  ”  silken  screen, 

Evil  and  Idleness  are  ever  twins ! 

There  jealousy  displays  its  hideous  mien, 

And  keenest  rivalry  is  daily  seen  ; 

The  gentlest  and  the  best  oft  sits  forlorn, 

Where  once  she  reigned,  the  fair  Zanana-Queen, 
For  her,  to  whom  no  son  was  ever  born, 
Desertion  waits,  and  cold  neglect,  or  scorn. 


LXVI. 

But  not  in  fairy  bowers,  nor  palace  halls, 

Where  Zephyr  o’er  the  banks  of  blossom  strays, 

Not  where  the  cooling  drip  of  fountain  falls, 

But  in  the  crowded  city’s  narrow  ways, 

By  gloomy  walls,  shut  in  from  curious  gaze, 

Or  in  some  country  hamlet’s  petty  bound, 

The  millions  pass  their  dull,  secluded  days. 

There,  in  their  homes,  are  India’s  daughters  found, 
Who  live  their  lives  apart  from  all  the  world  around. 
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LX  VI I. 

Yet  though  their  sphere  be  narrow,  life  hath  joys 
For  wives,  who  may  perchance  be  loved  and  prized, 
And  happy  mothers,  glorying  in  their  boys, 

Who  reign  as  household  monarchs,  idolized, 

Where  daughters  come  unwelcome  and  despised, 
While  youth,  and  health,  and  fortune  still  endure 
For  untaught  minds,  which  ne’er  have  theorized  ; 
The  present  is  enough — if  food  be  sure 
And  jewels  plentiful,  their  gladness  is  secure. 


LXVIII. 

Yet  all  too  soon  upon  these  careless  lives 
The  shades  of  sorrow  and  of  suffering  fall, 

Desertion  chills  the  sad,  neglected  wives, 

Bereaved  mothers  in  their  anguish  call 
On  dumb,  dead  gods,  who  hear  them  not  at  all  ; 

Or  learn  the  Moslem’s  woman-blighting  creed — 
Stifling  their  souls  like  some  dark  funeral  pall — 

“  Suffering  is  woman’s  well-deserved  meed,” 

But  gain  no  hope  divine  to  cheer  them  in  their  need. 
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LXIX. 

The  childless  widow !  Oh !  for  words  to  speak 
The  woes  unuttered  of  her  blighted  life! 

While  yet  the  infant  bloom  is  on  her  cheek, 
Perchance  a  widow,  ere  she  lived  a  wife  ; 

Henceforth  a  dreary  lot,  with  misery  rife, 

She  bears  in  silence,  for  ’tis  all  in  vain 
To  wage  against  her  fate  rebellious  strife  ; 

The  haughty  spirit  feels  but  keener  pain, 

And  cankers  deep  its  wounds  by  fretting  on  the  chain. 


LXX. 


Yet  “  Sati  ”  is  abolished,  never  more 

Shall  trembling  victim  mount  the  funeral  pyre, 

The  ruthless  reign  of  Brahman  law  is  o’er 
Which  doomed  the  Hindu  widow  to  expire 
And  prove  her  faithfulness  in  torturing  fire  ; 

Her  life  is  spared — but  yet  a  cruel  faith 
Holds  fast  its  victim  with  relentless  ire  ; 

She  lives,  to  spend  in  sights  her  every  breath, 

To  pine  in  living  bondage,  worse  than  speedy  death 
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LXXI. 


Life  yields  her  naught  to  hope  for  or  desire, 

The  widow  sits  in  sackcloth,  jewels  rare 
Are  gleaming  on  her  sisters’  silk  attire, 

While  she,  perchance  the  youngest  and  most  fair, 

May  never  deck  with  flowers  her  glossy  hair  ; 

A  brand  is  on  her — as  of  wrong  or  shame — 

The  cheerful  social  meal  she  may  not  share, 

But  fasts  till  even,  while  her  tender  frame 
Grows  faint  with  suffering,  and  her  poor  starved  heart 
the  same. 


LXXI  I. 


No  memory  of  the  past  her  bosom  stirs, 

She  never  knew  a  husband’s  faithful  love, 

The  joys  of  motherhood  were  never  hers, 

Nor  dare  she  hope  the  future  bliss  to  prove 
Of  these,  Heaven’s  choicest  blessings  from  above  ; 
Nor  doth  she  other  love  or  friendship  find. 

Her  hapless  lot,  which  well  might  pity  move, 

But  meets  with  scorn,  degraded  ’midst  her  kind, 
Injustice  and  oppression  crush  her  heart  and  mind. 
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LXXIII. 

Unhappy  girl,  neglected,  scorned,  despised, 

Where  shall  her  weary  heart  find  refuge,  where? 
The  life  that  might  have  been  so  loved,  so  prized, 
Ends  oft  in  ruin,  madness,  and  despair, 

For  millions  of  such  victims,  young  and  fair, 

Have  fled,  to  sink  in  Sin’s  engulfing  wave, 

While  some,  too  pure,  too  proud,  such  course  to-  share. 
Yet  finding  none  to  pity  or  to  save, 

Have  ended  all  their  misery  in  a  self-made  grave. 


LXXIV. 

Women  of  India,  in  grief’s  darkest  day 
To  you  there  comes  a  message  from  above, 

The  cheering  light  of  the  Evangel  ray, 

The  glorious  tidings  of  a  Saviour’s  love. 

And  that  sweet  solace  which  the  Heavenly  Dove, 
The  Comforter  Divine,  to  sorrow  brings. 

The  penitent,  the  sad,  His  influence  prove, 

Yea,  every  mourning  soul  triumphant  sings, 

When  Christ  our  Sun  doth  rise,  “with  healing  in  His 
wings.” 

F 
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LXXV. 

And  you,  ye  messengers  of  hope  divine, 

Daughters  of  England,  who  have  crossed  the  sea 
To  bid  these  darkened  souls  “arise  and  shine,” 
Heaven's  blessing  rests  upon  your  ministry ! 

Though  long  delayed,  your  heart’s  desire  may  be, 
Christ’s  Kingdom  yet  shall  come  in  every  place ; 
Work  on,  in  faith  and  tender  charity, 

Bearing  to  sisters  of  a  foreign  race 
The  light  of  earthly  knowledge,  and  of  Heavenly 
Grace. 


LXXVI. 

The  very  thought  of  lives  so  fair  as  these 
Shines  through  the  darkness  like  a  sunbeam  clear, 
’Tis  wafted  like  some  pure  celestial  breeze 
Across  this  tainted  heathen  atmosphere  ; 

To  weary  pilgrims,  penitent,  sincere, 

Who  for  unknown  salvation  blindly  grope, 

Our  sisters  bring  the  words  of  love  and  cheer, 

For  those  who  seek,  the  gates  of  Heaven  ope  ; 

The  mass  of  Pryag’s  pilgrims  know  not  love,  nor  hope. 
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LXXVII. 

The  day  will  come — its  dawn  is  gleaming  now — 
When  Hindu  pilgrimage  shall  cease  to  be; 

And  in  my  heart  I  registered  a  vow 
To  pray  for  that  day’s  coming  speedily, 

For  who,  with  heart  or  brain,  could  wish  to  see 
Perpetuated  such  a  scene  as  this? 

Where  Krishna’s  devotees  hold  revelry, 

To  whom  no  wild  debauch  ere  comes  amiss, 

Who  seek  through  ways  of  Hell  to  gain  the  Heaven 
of  bliss ! 


LXXVIII. 

Far  from  these  swarming  ghats,  and  river  banks, 
From  busy  streets,  “bazars,”  and  marts  of  gain, 

The  British  “  Lines  ”  stretch  out  their  ordered  ranks, 
And  bungalows  are  scattered  o’er  the  plain, 

Bright  English  homes,  where  peace  and  quiet  reign. 
Such  contrasts  strange  in  India  must  abound, 

Where  cities  vast,  their  multitudes  contain, 

And  dusky  myriads  ply  their  daily  round  ; 

While  calm,  serene,  apart,  the  ruling  race  is  found. 
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LXXIX. 

Too  confident  they  dwelt  in  days  of  yore, 

Cast  in  the  fearless  Anglo-Saxon  mould, 
Unmoved,  till  treason  thundered  at  their  door, 
And  yet  the  Briton  wields  a  force  untold 
By  this  contempt  of  danger,  calmly  bold, 

He  quells  a  furious  crowd,  unarmed,  alone, 
Though,  since  the  Past  its  warning  page  unrolled, 
No  whit  less  brave,  yet  far  more  cautious  grown, 
The  rulers,  ever  watchful,  firmly  hold  their  own. 


LXXX. 

Their  cannon  bristle  o’er  the  mingling  tide 
Where  still  an  ancient  fortress  guards  the  strand, 
It  hath  the  blasts  of  war  and  time  defied, 

And  there,  when  mad  rebellion  stirred  the  land, 

The  sons  of  Britain  made  successful  stand  ; 
While  murderous  rapine  raged  without  the  gate 
Till  gallant  Neil,  with  his  victorious  band, 

Swept  o’er  the  stream,  like  stern  avenging  fate, 

He  never  knew  the  pang  of  conquering — too  late. 
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CANTO  III. 


Contents  : — 


Cawnpore,  Lucknow,  Agra,  Delhi. 


CANTO  III. 


I. 

H  OW  shall  I  trace  thine  annals,  sad  Cawnpore? 

Whate’er  of  brightness  in  thy  dawn  had  been 
’Twas  hidden,  blotted  out  for  evermore 
By  that  dark  crimson  cloud,  which  fell  between 
Thy  past  and  present,  leaving  but  one  scene 
For  ever  stamped  upon  our  memory. 

Thy  story  is  the  darkest  page,  I  ween, 

Inscribed  on  England’s  Indian  history, 

The  climax  of  Rebellion’s  awful  tragedy ! 

II. 

No  towers  of  strength,  no  sheltering  walls  were  here 
When  Wheeler’s  heroes  fought  their  desperate  fray 
To  guard  the  lives  of  those  they  held  most  dear, 
Within  the  rude  entrenchments  of  a  day, 

Till  hopeless,  from  Relief’s  long-drawn  delay, 

They  signed  the  terms  the  treacherous  “  Nana  ”  gave, 
With  honest  British  trust  in  “Yea!”  and  “Nay!” 
When  help,  they  knew,  must  come  too  late  to  save  ; 

It  was  a  trust  unwise,  it  led  them  to  their  grave ! 
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III. 

There  is  a  path,  to  many  a  traveller  known, 

The  step  of  joyous  youth  oft  treads  it  now, 

Yet  there  glad  voices  lose  their  ringing  tone 
And  shadows  fall  across  the  smiling  brow  ; 

For  there  the  manliest  breast  must  needs  avow 
The  melting  influence  of  sorrow’s  sway, 

Recalling  all  the  past,  remembering  how 
They  marched  in  silence  o’er  that  mournful  way, 
Whose  echoing  tread  resounds  within  our  hearts 
to-day ! 


IV. 

A  feeble  band  of  prisoners,  toiling  on 
With  eager  wills,  but  spent  and  weary  feet, 

Within  whose  faded  eyes  hope  dimly  shone, 

Whose  every  pulse  with  ardent  longing  beat 
For  home  and  freedom  ;  in  the  morning  heat 
Still  on  they  pressed  to  reach  that  fatal  “  Ghat,” 
For  never  soul  of  pilgrim  longed  to  greet 
The  sacred  Ganges,  with  such  yearnings  fraught 
As  they,  whose  hopes  of  life  that  day  were  brought  to 
naught. 
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V. 

Lo,  here  the  spot ! — one  gnarled  and  aged  tree 
Still  guards  the  ruined  temple  by  the  stream, 

As  on  that  day  of  darkest  treachery, 

When  ’neath  its  boughs,  still  wrapped  in  blissful 
dream, 

Those  captives  passed,  and  in  that  hour  supreme 
Knew  all  their  dreams  and  all  their  hopes  were  vain. 
There  came  the  flash  of  fire,  the  rifles’  gleam, 

And  then — the  river,  dyed  with  crimson  stain — 

Bore  down  its  awful  tidings  to  the  distant  main ! 


VI. 

Weep  not  for  those  who  fell,  but  for  the  rest 
Who  lingered  to  endure.  Oh,  better  far 
Their  fate,  who  met  swift  death  on  Ganga’s  breast! 
The  strong  men  perished,  they  were  used  to  war, 

And  their  gaunt  frames  were  seamed  with  many  a  scar  ; 
But  those  whom  it  was  cruelty  to  spare, 

The  weak,  lived  on,  to  know  those  ills  which  are 
More  keen  than  pangs  of  death,  those  griefs  which 
wear 

The  heart  out,  with  an  anguish  more  than  it  can  bear. 
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VII. 

So  they  returned,  along  that  selfsame  road, 

The  widowed  wives,  the  children  fatherless, 

Like  cattle,  driven  by  the  cruel  goad ! 

No  sobs  were  heard,  no  wailings  of  distress, 

Each  heart  mused  silent  in  its  bitterness. 
Abandoned  helpless  to  a  cruel  foe, 

They  feared  not  slaughter,  that  they  dreaded  less 
Than  lingering  sorrow,  mental  torture  slow, 

The  hourly  pain  of  living  in  their  hopeless  woe. 


VIII. 

Henceforth  upon  their  tragic  fate  there  falls 
A  dense  dark  pall  of  unrelieved  gloom  ; 

They  entered  in,  within  those  narrow  walls, 

Their  prison  now,  ere  long  to  be  their  tomb, 

And  there  in  patience  waited  for  their  doom, 

While  faith  divine  lit  up  the  darkness  drear  ; 

Only  the  children,  fading  in  their  bloom, 

Played  on,  unwitting  agony  or  fear, 

And  brought  to  hollow  eyes  the  blessing  of  a  tear. 
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IX. 

I  stand  beside  the  melancholy  Well ! 

Around  me  skies  are  blue,  and  earth  is  fair. 

Hark !  Am  I  dreaming  ?  Do  I  hear  the  yell 
Of  fiendish  murderers  mocking  death’s  despair, 
While  cries  of  helpless  children  fill  the  air? 

Are  moans  of  women  sounding  in  mine  ear? 

Far  down  I  see  the  gleam  of  tangled  hair, 

And  still,  white  faces  from  the  depth  appear ; 

Ye  Heavens!  have  such  things  been  here,  even  here? 


X. 

This  earth  is  full  of  tragedies,  its  sod 
Is  watered  by  man’s  lifeblood  or  his  tears, 

Each  breeze  bears  upward  to  the  throne  of  God 
The  wail  of  suffering  creatures,  in  His  ears 
One  cry  rings  ceaseless  through  the  rolling  years, 

“  How  long,  oh  Lord,  Thou  just  and  true,  how  long 
Shall  man,  opprest  with  misery  and  fears, 

Endure  this  reign  of  cruelty  and  wrong? 

Arise,  and  judge,  to  Thee  just  vengenace  doth  belong.” 
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XL 

Enough !  One  moment  I  have  given  to  pain, 

The  anguish  of  a  grief  that  must  have  way, 

But  yet  I  would  not  stir  to  life  again 
The  embers  of  a  fury  passed  away, 

Nor  yield  myself  to  wrathful  passion’s  sway 
To  call  down  vengeance  from  the  angry  skies; 

We  have  forgiven  the  wrong  of  that  dark  day, 

And  now  behold  that  fair,  pure  Angel  rise, 
Rebuking  wrath  and  hate  with  her  sweet  silent  eyes. 


XII. 

The  night  draws  on,  there  broods  a  sacred  calm 
O’er  all  the  garden,  fair  as  Eden’s  bower, 

Soft  breezes  only  chant  a  requiem  psalm, 

Earth’s  fragrant  dews  distil  their  cooling  shower 
On  every  parched  leaf  and  drooping  flower  ; 

While  Nature  breathes  her  vesper  prayer  again, 

Amid  the  stillness  of  the  twilight  hour  ; 

For  “peace”  she  seems  to  plead,  “goodwill  toward 
men,” 

And  all  the  Heavens  bend  down  to  whisper  their 
“  Amen.” 
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XIII. 


So  pure,  so  cool,  the  freshness  of  the  night, 

My  hot  heart  sinks  to  rest  beneath  its  spell, 

While  mournful  memories  softly  wing  their  flight 
To  some  far  land  where  vanished  sorrows  dwell  ; 
For  Nature’s  calm  hath  magic  power  to  quell 
The  restless  heavings  of  a  thought-vexed  mind, 

And  all  her  starlit  silence  seems  to  tell 
Of  trusting  faith,  glad,  confident,  resigned, 

That  “  perfect  peace  ”  of  God,  which  all  who  seek  may 
find ! 


XIV. 

And  thus  consoled  by  gleams  of  hope  sublime, 

I  leave  this  storied  garden  to  its  rest, 

My  soul  hath  soared  above  the  griefs  of  Time; 

By  sorrows  of  the  world  no  more  opprest, 

A  glow  of  trust,  prophetic,  fills  my  breast, 

That  Good  shall  conquer  Evil  everywhere, 

That  Christian  Faith,  the  glory  of  the  West, 

Which  softens  war,  and  renders  peace  more  fair, 
Shall  o’er  the  stagnant  East  yet  breathe  “  diviner  air !  ” 
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XV. 


We  part  from  Ganga  now!  Its  yellow  Tide 
Shall  mark  no  more  our  course  across  the  plain, 
Where  meads  and  woods  in  all  their  vernal  pride 
Attest  the  fulness  of  the  “Lesser  Rain,” 

And  “  rabi  ”  crops  are  swelling  into  grain  ; 

Like  broad  lagoons  the  gleaming  rice-fields  show, 
Or  yield  to  brakes  of  tassel  led  sugar  cane, 

The  Heron  and  the  Ouzel  hover  low 

O’er  every  lovely  pool  where  water  lilies  grow. 


XVI. 

Luxuriant  groves  their  branches  here  unfold, 

The  glossy  “  Nlm,”  that  tree  of  Magic  power, 

“  Beneath  whose  shade  no  lie  can  e’er  be  told !  ” 

The  sharp-leaved  “  Pipal,”  sacred,  since  the  hour 
When  Buddha  sought  for  cold  “Nirvana’s”  dower, 
O’ershadowed  by  its  gloom,  in  silent  thought ; 

Here  spreading  “  Banians  ”  roof  their  pillared  bower, 
The  Mango  droops,  with  fruity  promise  fraught. 
And  Tamarinds  weave  their  boughs,  in  feathery  tangles 
caught 
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XVII. 

A  goodly  region,  pleasant  to  the  eye, 

With  precious  gifts  of  fertile  growth  endowed, 

It  flourished,  even  in  the  days  gone  by, 

When  all  this  province  ’neath  oppression  bowed, 

And  foul  corruption  stained  the  Court  of  Oudh  ; 
Misrule  had  reached  its  utmost  limits  here, 

Then  England  crushed  the  vicious  tyrant  proud ; 
His  followers  brooded  sullen,  quelled  by  fear, 

Till  all  their  wrath  burst  forth,  and  raged  one  troubled 
year. 


XVIII. 

Hail,  Lucknow !  At  the  name  our  pulses  thrill  ; 

Thy  “  Residency  ”  wall  remains  to-day 
To  prove  stout  hearts  are  Britain’s  rampart  still, 

It  might  be  scaled  by  some  bold  child  at  play, 

And  yet  a  few  brave  men  there  held  at  bay 
A  rebel  army,  and  a  furious  host 
Before  that  puny  barrier  baffled  lay  ; 

Each  battery  saw  a  hero  at  his  post, 

And  Lucknow’s  grand  “  Defence  ”  is  still  our  country’s 
boast. 
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XIX. 


Beside  the  ruins  of  that  fatal  tower, 

Where  wounded  Lawrence  lay,  I  take  my  stand  ; 
Around  me  gardens,  gay  with  many  a  flower, 
Outstretched  beyond  Oudh’s  fair  and  fertile  land, 
Cleft  by  the  silver  “  Gumti’s  ”  glittering  band, 
While  nearer,  at  my  feet,  the  city  lies  ; 

Its  stately  palaces  on  either  hand, 

Its  Mosques  and  Minars,  pointing  to  the  skies, 

Are  bathed  in  crimson  glory  as  the  daylight  dies. 


XX. 

Cool  evening  airs  breathe  softly  o’er  my  brow, 

Slow  rises  in  the  West  one  star  serene, 

And  clearly  from  afar  is  sounding  now 
The  call  to  prayer  of  Moslem  “Muezzin”; 

There  falls  a  shadowy  stillness  o’er  the  scene, 

The  voices  of  the  city,  faint  and  low, 

Scarce  stir  the  silence  here,  where  once  hath  been 
The  shout  of  war,  the  challenge  of  the  foe, 

Peace  spreads  her  sheltering  wing,  where  Lucknow 
rests  below. 
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XXL 

So  be  it  henceforth,  yet  the  troubled  past 
Must  never  be  forgotten,  never  more, 

So  long  as  love  of  noble  deeds  shall  last 
Its  history  be  repeated  o’er  and  o’er ; 

For  there  shall  ardent  souls  find  endless  store 
Of  grand  examples,  there  the  world  may  see 
That  glory  died  not  in  the  days  of  yore, 

That  courage,  honour,  truth,  fidelity, 

Shine  bright  as  in  the  ancient  days  of  chivalry ! 


XXII. 

Oft  have  I  stood  by  some  advancing  tide 
To  watch  the  billows  rolling  on  the  strand, 

Their  foaming  crests  upreared  in  angry  pride, 
Engulfing  deep  the  stretch  of  golden  sand, 

And  triumphing  o’er  all  the  conquered  land  ; 

Yet  ’midst  the  foam,  where  boiling  currents  meet, 
Some  lofty  rock  their  fury  doth  withstand, 
Around  its  base  the  surges  vainly  beat, 

And  Ocean  baffled,  sees  its  victory  incomplete. 
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XXIII. 


Thus,  stedfast  in  resistance,  Lucknow  stood, 

When  Treason’s  waves  were  breaking  on  the  shore, 
And  stemmed  alone  the  overwhelming  flood, 
Undaunted  by  the  tempest’s  angry  roar  ; 

When  every  barrier  was  swept  before 
Rebellion’s  surges  in  their  onward  flow. 

Here  first  the  tide  was  stayed,  to  rise  no  more ; 
Here  first  appeared  on  high  the  dawning  glow 
Above  the  storm  and  gloom,  of  Hope’s  aerial  bow. 


XXIV. 

Oh,  who  could  pass  these  scenes  in  coldness  by  ? 

Or  who  can  trace  this  wall’s  encircling  bound, 
Nor  show  by  glowing  cheek,  and  kindling  eye, 

He  feels  the  enchantment  of  historic  ground? 

There  is  no  spot,  where’er  we  gaze  around 
That  tells  not  of  some  bold  and  gallant  deed  ; 

Here,  on  the  summit  of  each  sloping  mound, 
Where  once  a  battery  rose,  Death  claimed  its  meed, 
And  every  grass-grown  sod  hath  felt  a  warrior  bleed 


CAWNPORE,  LUCKNOW,  AGRA,  DELHI. 


99 


XXV. 

Historic  feats  of  prowess  here  were  done, 

Each  simple  soldier  seemed  a  gallant  knight, 
Civilians  manned  their  batteries,  and  won 
The  warrior’s  laurel  in  each  desperate  fight : 

All  through  the  burning  hours  of  fervid  light 
Those  brave  defenders  stood,  nor  knew  repose, 
Unresting,  through  the  sultry,  airless  night 
They  watched  the  swarming  thousands  of  their  foes, 
Who  might  be  in  the  fort  before  the  morning  rose. 


XXVI. 

And  then! — the  shadow  of  that  awful  “then,” 

Lay  ever  on  their  souls,  a  sickening  dread — 

For  them  ’twas  naught  to  fight  and  die  like  men 
For  those  they  loved,  their  hearts  with  anguish  bled  ; 
Weak  babes  and  women,  helpless  victims,  led 
To  cruel  slaughter!  Then  a  vow  they  swore, 

That  these  should  rather  lie  among  the  dead, 

The  fort  their  common  tomb,  but  never  more 
Should  India  see  renewed  the  horrors  of  Cawnpore ! 
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XXVII. 

In  isolation  awful  and  complete 

Alone  ye  stood.  Ah !  could  ye  but  have  known 

How  all  the  pulses  of  a  nation  beat 

With  throbs  of  anguish,  answering  back  your  own, 

What  prayers  went  up  before  the  Eternal  Throne, 

What  tears  of  agony  were  shed  for  you ! 

Could  Love  those  barriers  have  overthrown, 

By  time  and  distance  raised,  ye  gallant  few! 

Your  doubts  and  fears  had  vanished  like  the  morning 
dew. 


XXVIII. 

Within  those  vaults  where  cooler  darkness  reigned, 
There  patient  women  passed  the  dreary  day, 

Nor  mourned  their  lot,  nor  helplessly  complained, 

In  calm  endurance  their  true  courage  lay, 

Not  theirs  the  wild  excitement  of  the  fray, 

But  only  theirs  the  dull  monotony  ; 

Only  to  watch,  to  agonize  and  pray, 

To  hearken  for  each  sound,  since  it  might  be 
The  death-knell  of  their  hopes ! — the  signal  they  were 
free ! 
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XXIX. 

Then  musing  here,  amid  these  gloomy  halls, 

I  fall  into  a  visionary  trance, 

And  once  again  the  memory-haunted  walls 
Give  back  to  me  their  old  inhabitants, 

Each  face  methinks  I  see,  each  look,  each  glance  ; 
Reflected  from  the  mirror  of  my  soul, 

Stands  out  their  very  form  and  countenance, 

The  clouds  of  dull  oblivion  backward  roll, 

And  clear  before  my  sight  there  lies  the  pictured  whole. 


XXX. 


I  see  them!  Fair,  pale  women,  sorrow-worn, 

With  frailer  children  clustering  round  their  knee, 
And  infants,  ’mid  these  scenes  of  horror  born, 

Yet  knowing  nothing  of  their  misery  ; 

I  see  the  children,  with  their  piteous  glee, 

And  with  their  languid  sports  the  hours  beguile, 

Wan  sunbeams,  lighting  drear  captivity ! 

Till  on  some  mother’s  face  there  dawns  a  smile, 

The  smile  of  loving  lips,  though  hearts  may  bleed  the 
while. 
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XXXI. 


There  sits  a  woman,  widowed  in  her  bloom ! 

She  makes  no  moan  until  the  day  is  o’er, 

That  others  be  not  saddened  by  her  gloom, 

At  night  she  weeps,  or  dreams  of  days  of  yore, 

She  sees  her  happy  English  home  once  more 
Beneath  the  tender  light  of  summer-dawn, 

Once  more  she  stands  within  the  rose-framed  door 
To  watch  the  dewdrops  glistening  on  the  lawn, 

And  gleaming  gossamers  across  the  herbage  drawn. 


XXXII. 

All  Nature  beckoning  forth,  with  loving  whiles, 
Life,  joy,  and  beauty  breathing  everywhere, 

The  chant  of  winged  birds  in  leafy  aisles, 

The  scent  of  fragrant  clover  on  the  air, 

Whence  velvet  bees  their  luscious  burdens  bear, 

Till,  listening  to  that  busy,  murmuring  hum, 

She  longs  her  full  heart’s  happiness  to  share ; 

And  waits  impatient  till  her  loved  ones  come, 

For  gladness  such  as  hers  in  youth  is  rarely  dumb. 
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XXXIII. 


Then  from  the  village  Church’s  ancient  tower 
There  swells  upon  the  breeze  a  joyous  tone, 

The  bells  that  calls  to  prayer,  at  Matin  hour  ; 

She  turns,  and  now  she  is  no  more  alone, 

The  dearest  whom  her  young  life  yet  hath  known, 
All  bright  with  morning  smiles,  around  her  stand  ; 
She  greets  the  father,  pastor,  both  in  one ! 

With  him  she  treads  the  pathway  hand  in  hand, 

The  mother  following  with  the  children’s  happy  band. 


XXXIV. 

Once  more  within  those  sacred  walls  she  bends, 
Which  echoed  later  to  her  marriage  vow  ; 

A  chastened  peace  upon  her  soul  descends, 

As  falls  the  Oriel-light  upon  her  brow, 

Where,  in  the  chancel,  she  is  kneeling  now  ; 

But  hark !  that  note,  the  shrilly  trumpet  call, 

No  sound  of  peace  or  love  is  that,  I  trow, 

Its  tones  upon  her  dreaming  senses  fall. 

She  starts — she  wakes — and  with  a  sigh  remembers  all ! 
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XXXV. 


For  me  the  rising  tears  have  dimmed  mine  eyes, 
Within  this  haunted  gloom  I  dare  not  stay, 

The  air  is  trembling  yet  with  lingering  sighs, 

So,  hastening  forth  into  the  light  of  day, 

I  greet  the  golden  sunset’s  parting  ray  ; 

Bright  thoughts  return — it  was  at  eventide 
Deliverance  came,  along  the  western  way, 

And  patient  hearts,  so  long,  so  sorely  tried, 

Were  comforted  at  last,  when  hope  had  almost  died. 


XXXVI. 

All  day  the  sounds  of  conflict  rose  and  fell, 

While  breathless  watchers,  swayed  by  hope  and  fear, 
Could  hear  the  tide  of  battle’s  onward  swell, 
Retreating  never,  drawing  slowly  near  ; 

Loud  ceaseless  volleys  dulled  the  listening  ear, 

The  hostile  city  belched  forth  fire  and  flame, 

Yet  o’er  the  tumult  rose  a  British  cheer  ; 

“  Our  soldiers  come !  ”  resounds  the  glad  acclaim, 

And  all  the  batteries  ring  with  Havelock’s  welcome 


name. 
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XXXVII. 


They  come!  They  come!  through  lanes  of  living  fire! 
Death  flames  from  loop-holed  walls  on  either  hand. 
The  ranks  are  thinned.  Ah,  Heaven !  they  must  retire. 
No!  See,  they  rally,  take  a  firmer  stand, 

And  press  undaunted  on,  a  glorious  band ! 

The  war-cloud  wraps  them  in  its  lurid  light, 

And  hides  them  from  the  longing  eyes  which  scanned 
The  onward  progress  of  that  deadly  fight, 

Till  lo !  beneath  the  walls,  their  bayonets  gleam  in 
sight ! 


XXXVIII. 

They  come!  One  desperate  charge,  the  gate  to  win, 
By  eager  hands  its  heavy  bolts  unbarred — 

One  final  rush,  and  they  have  entered  in, 

Beneath  the  portals  of  the  “  Bailey  Guard,” 

Where  faithful  Sepoys  long  kept  watch  and  ward. 
Oh!  what  a  shout  of  gladness  rent  the  sky 
From  breasts  all  newly  battle-scorched  and  scarred, 
While  parched  throats,  and  lips  with  anguish  dry 
Re-echoed  faint  the  sound,  and  praised  the  Lord  on 
high ! 
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XXXIX. 


Ah !  how  they  sobbed,  those  grateful  women  then, 
Who  patiently  had  borne  the  long-drawn  strain, 
While  down  the  cheeks  of  bronzed  and  bearded  men, 
Whom  hostile  thousands  had  assailed  in  vain, 

Bright  tears  were  glistening,  like  the  summer  rain, 
For  when  they  saw  the  few,  who  long  had  kept 
That  feeble  fort,  so  gaunt  with  toil  and  pain, 

When  frail,  wan  children,  wondering,  round  them  crept, 
They  raised  them  gently  in  their  stalwart  arms,  and 
wept. 


XL. 

But  all  is  over  now!  The  joy,  the  grief, 

The  months  of  pain,  the  glad  triumphal  hours, 

The  alarm,  the  siege,  the  first,  the  last,  “  Relief,” 

New  generations  stand  amici  these  flowers, 

Only  the  memory  of  those  days  is  ours  ; 

Yea,  even  that  grows  dim,  Time  fleets  so  fast, 

The  Present  still  the  shadowy  Past  o’erpowers  ; 

The  distance  fades,  men  may  forget  at  last, 

And  but  yon  grave-yard  keeps  the  records  of  the  past! 
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XLI. 

There  Henry  Lawrence,  the  beloved  and  brave, 
Sleeps  his  last  sleep,  his  “  duty  ”  nobly  done, 

There  rest  those  heroes  in  their  glorious  grave, 
Whose  stedfast  hearts  the  cause  of  England  won  ; 
Their  weary  marches  ’neath  the  Indian  sun, 

Their  struggles  and  their  sufferings  all  are  o’er ! 

The  clash  of  arms,  the  sound  of  hostile  gun 
Shall  break  upon  their  listening  ear  no  more, 

They  have  found  Peace  at  last  upon  the  Eternal  Shore, 


xt|t. 

We  bend  above  their  tombs,  they  take  no  heed, 

And  names  that  radiant  once  in  glory  shone, 

All  dimmed  and  faded  now  by  time,  we  read, 
While  later  names,  to  storied  fame  unknown, 

Gleam  brightly  from  the  undiscerning  stone  ; 
Heart-sickness,  fever,  shot  and  shell,  have  given 
Their  victims  to  these  graves,  with  flowers  o’ergrown, 
Here  sleep  those  babes,  from  mourning  mothers  riven, 
Who,  ’mid  the  noise  of  battle,  gently  passed  to 
Heaven. 
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Yet  Havelock  rests  not  here!  Beside  the  way 
To  sad  Cawnpore  there  blooms  a  garden  fair, 

And  pilgrim-travellers  wander  oft  to  pay 
Their  homage  to  a  soldier’s  memory  there  ; 

It  needs  no  stone  his  virtues  to  declare, 

No  monument,  to  call  him  good  and  brave; 

Oh,  patient  to  endure,  and  strong  to  dare ! 

I  hear  a  murmur  borne  across  the  wave, 

Thy  country  breathes  her  blessing  o’er  thy  distant 
grave ! 


XLIV. 

But  Lucknow’s  pillar  soars  to  other  dead, 

And  all  the  loyal  faithfulness  recalls, 

Of  native  Sepoys,  who  their  blood  have  shed 
For  England’s  “Raj,”  within  beleaguered  walls; 

Not  far  from  “Bailey-Guard”  the  shadow  falls 
Of  that  great  shaft,  which  soars  with  pointed  dart, 
And  when  the  tale  is  told,  that  never  palls. 

Of  Lucknow’s  glorious  siege,  their  loyal  part 
Shall,  unforgotten,  live  in  England’s  grateful  heart! 
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This  too  we  may  recall,  in  that  dark  day 
When  mutiny  and  murder  stalked  the  land 
Where’er  a  “  Station  ”  or  Cantonment  lay, 

There  faithful  servants  made  devoted  stand. 

Yea,  oft  by  force,  withstood  th’  assailing  band, 
Dying  for  some  kind  master  they  adored  ; 

Or  fleeing  to  the  jungles  near  at  hand, 

Would  help,  and  food,  and  shelter  there  afford, 

To  save  the  helpless  loved  ones  of  their  murdered  lord. 


XLVI. 

The  risk  of  death  those  faithful  souls  defied, 

For  love  and  loyalty  will  conquer  fear; 

Nor  men  alone,  how  many  an  Ayah  died 
To  shield  the  fair-haired  babe  she  held  so  dear! 

Yet  through  this  touching  tale  one  truth  shines  clear, 
Refuting  all  who  would  our  rule  arraign, 

Men  will  not  die  for  tyrants,  nor  revere 
A  selfish  master  when  his  fortunes  wane, 

The  love  the  English  won  was  theirs  through  loss  and 
pain. 
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XLVII. 

’Tis  good  on  native  fealty  to  muse, 

And  this  remember,  ’twas  in  Oudh  alone 
Rebellion  stirred  the  masses  ;  they  refuse 
Our  country’s  lawful  due,  who  will  not  own 
Her  justice  wins  allegiance  to  her  throne  ; 

Though  tempted  oft,  the  “People”  would  not  rise 
Save  here,  where  England’s  rule  was  scarcely  known  ; 
Here  Moslem  bigotry  had  sealed  men’s  eyes, 

And  here  “  The  Maulvi  ”  worked  his  battery  of  lies. 


XLVII  I. 

In  thought  I  strive  to  span  the  gulf  of  time 
Which  parts  the  Moslem  Oudh  that  now  we  see, 
From  old  “  Ayodha,”  theme  of  Sanskrit  rhyme, 
Fair  kingdom  of  the  “solar  dynasty,” 

Birthplace  of  Rama,  mighty  warrior  he! 

A  prince,  by  later  myths  a  “  God  ”  defined, 

In  whom  incarnate  Vishnu’s  self  might  be, 

His  fame  in  “Ramayana”  is  enshrined, 

That  wondrous  epic-offspring  of  the  Hindu  mind. 
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XL  IX. 

Three  thousand  years  and  more,  traditions  gives, 
Since  Rama  marched  to  conquer  far  Ceylon, 

But  still  the  story  of  his  wandering  lives, 

Sung  by  brave  men,  nor  yet  by  these  alone  ; 

For  women  seated  at  their  grinding-stone, 

The  faithful  love  of  “Ram”  and  “  Sita  ”  praise, 

A  nobler  tale  than  Krishna’s,  earlier  known, 

And  though  it  wind  through  many  a  mythic  maze, 
It  breathes  the  wholesome  breath  of  purer,  simpler 
days. 


L. 

How  are  they  vanished  from  the  world’s  wide  stage, 
Those  Hindu-Aryan  kingdoms  of  the  past ! 

Their  records  are  not  found  in  history’s  page, 

In  poetry  and  song,  their  glories  last ; 

Still,  graven  stones  proclaim  their  influence  vast ; 
Their  noble  language  hath  not  passed  away, 

Their  faith  survives,  still  ruled  by  Brahman  caste  ; 

A  faith  corrupted,  rotting  in  decay, 

That  germ  of  truth  destroyed,  which  in  the  “Vedas” 
lay ! 
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LI. 

We  see  the  Hindu  creed,  in  error’s  spite 

Last  undestroyed,  through  twice  two  thousand  years, 

With  Buddha’s  self  it  wages  desperate  fight, 

Then  crushed,  for  centuries  it  disappears! 

Yet  lives,  through  persecution,  blood,  and  tears, 

To  banish  Buddha’s  faith  from  India’s  shore; 

Yea,  even  when  the  conquering  Moslem  nears, 

We  see  it  changeless,  steadfast  ever  more, 

And  swaying  India’s  millions,  even  as  before ! 


LI  I. 

Something  there  is,  our  reason  must  confess, 

Which  to  the  Brahman  creed  such  influence  brought ! 
The  truths  which  lie  within  its  dark  recess 
Islam’s  self-righteous  prophet  never  taught, 

Nor  Buddha,  drowsing  in  self-centred  thought; 

The  “  curse  of  Sin,”  “  atonement’s  saving  power,” 
Primaeval  truths,  with  endless  issues  fraught ! 

From  countless  ages  to  this  selfsame  hour 
Men  feel  their  soul’s  deep  need,  and  seek  salvation’s 
dower. 
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LIII. 

“  Islam  ”  proclaimed  God’s  “  Unity  ”  alone, 

Upheld  His  power,  but  never  knew  His  love  ; 

The  Moslem  Pharisee  no  “  sin  ”  will  own, 

And  thinks  he  needs  no  Saviour  from  above ; 

While  Buddha’s  cold  negation  could  not  move 
The  heart  to  feel,  nor  clear  man’s  blinded  sight, 

The  faith  of  Christ  alone  its  claim  can  prove 
To  save  the  world!  There  shine  in  clearest  light 
Those  truths  which  hidden  lay  ’neath  Brahma’s  clouded 
night. 


LIV. 

How  wide  a  field  of  thought  before  us  lies 
Whose  souls  to  speculation  are  inclined, 

Who  fain  would  see  the  East  with  clearer  eyes, 
Such  endless  contradictions  still  we  find, 

When  Reason  strives  to  gauge  the  Hindu  mind  ; 
So  poor  in  force,  so  rich  in  fancy’s  dower, 

So  keenly  clear,  so  mystically  blind, 

Though  still  in  Brahmans  pure  we  see  the  flower 
Of  Hindu  intellect,  combined  with  ruling  power. 
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LV. 

I  pass  Ayoda’s  land  with  lingering  tread, 

Still  musing  on  the  Aryans’  ancient  fame, 

A  noble  people,  ere  corruption  spread, 

And  Europe  proudly  owns  her  kindred  claim — 
They  were  our  brothers,  one  in  race  and  name  ; 

Old  Asia  was  the  mother  of  us  all, 

Only  our  destinies  were  not  the  same ; 

When  Truth’s  bright  beams  on  Eastern  Aryans  fall 
A  glorious  future  may  their  glorious  past  recall ! 


LVI. 

The  massy  bulwarks  frown  o’er  Jumna’s  stream, 

Of  Agra’s  fort,  by  Akbar’s  genius  raised, 

Where  marble  courts  with  jewelled  colours  gleam, 
The  “  Great  Moghuls  ”  in  all  their  glory  blazed, 
Long,  long,  on  those  historic  courts  I  gazed, 

The  home  of  Kings,  whose  power  was  deemed  sublime, 
And  much  my  soul  within  me  grew  amazed 
That  tyrants,  steeped  in  treachery  and  crime, 

Yet  shine  in  History,  half  deified  by  Time! 
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LVII. 

Much  is  condoned,  because  the  age  was  rude, 

And  sternness  to  the  vanquished  Islam’s  law  ; 

But  here  ambition  raged  in  private  feud, 
Engendering  crimes  that  fill  the  mind  with  awe, 
Crimes  which  an  outraged  world  with  horror  saw  ; 
Against  his  brethren,  yea,  his  aged  sire, 

Each  royal  claimant  oft  the  sword  would  draw, 
No  ties  of  blood  restrained  his  selfish  ire, 

Till  every  throne  was  founded  on  a  funeral  pyre! 


LVIII. 

Amid  the  tarnished  records  of  his  race 
The  name  of  Akbar  lives  and  shines  apart, 

His  creed  had  taught  him  cruelty,  the  grace 
Of  mercy  God  implanted  in  his  heart ; 

He  won  the  vanquished  Hindu  by  the  art 
Of  kindness  ;  for  he  willed  that  truth  and  right 
Should  reign  in  court  and  city,  camp,  and  mart ; 
While  from  the  cheerless  gloom  of  Islam’s  night 
His  anxious  soul  stretched  forth,  and  groped  for 
clearer  light. 
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LIX. 

These  sunflushed  bastions,  lofty,  firm,  and  strong, 
Betoken  Akbar’s  stern  simplicity, 

That  warrior  virtue,  to  be  lost  ere  long 
By  all  his  great  descendants  ;  here  we  see, 

Revealed  on  every  hand,  their  luxury, 

In  pride  of  palaces,  and  stately  halls 
With  agates  gemmed,  and  lapis-lazuli ; 

O’er  terraced  flowers  the  dripping  fountain  falls, 

And  Cyprian  gardens  bloom,  enclosed  by  Spartan 
walls. 


LX. 

Within  these  gardens  once  a  heedless  boy 
Found  danger  greater  than  where  battle  lours, 

When  young  Prince  Selim,  full  of  life  and  joy, 
Roamed  idly  here  to  pass  the  sunny  hours, 

And,  hidden  in  the  shade  of  leafy  bowers, 

Beheld  the  fair,  the  famous  Persian  maid 
Half  leaning  from  a  lattice  wreathed  in  flowers  ; 

Ah !  better  had  he  never  hither  strayed, 

Nor  stifled  Reason’s  voice,  which,  inly  whisnering,  said  : 
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“  Gaze  not  too  deep  into  those  lustrous  eyes, 

Though  light  ne’er  beamed  within  a  brighter  pair, 
Love  ’neath  those  silken  lashes  sleeping  lies, 

And  shouldst  thou  wake  the  slumbering  urchin  there, 
Thou  can’st  not  surely  hope  that  he  will  spare 
The  rash  intruder  on  his  blissful  rest ; 

Nay,  but  his  keenest  dart  he  will  prepare, 

And  swiftly  pierce  thine  all  unshielded  breast, 

Till  in  thy  quivering  heart  his  power  shall  stand 
contest !  ” 


LXII. 

In  vain!  The  youth  had  found  that  fateful  hour 
A  love  he  kept  unchanging  till  the  end, 

Yet  since  it  knew  no  law,  its  evil  power 
Made  him  a  treacherous  Prince,  a  faithless  friend, 
While  war  and  faction,  those  twin  ills  which  rend 
A  State  distracted,  followed  in  its  train  ; 

Not  all  the  fame  and  glory  which  may  blend 
To  shed  their  brilliance  o’er  “  Jehangir’s  ”  reign 
Can  ever  change  the  blackness  of  one  murderous  stain. 
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LXIII. 

Here,  too,  amid  these  courts’  bewildering'  maze, 
Great  Shah-Jehan  abode  in  royal  state 
O’er  plain  and  river  roamed  his  lordly  gaze, 
When  on  this  lofty  terrace,  throned,  he  sate, 
Encircled  by  the  rich,  the  wise,  the  great, 
Unfettered  sov’reignty  his  natal  dower  ; 

On  rival  throne,  with  cheerful  pride  elate, 

The  Jester  faced  his  lord,  and  mocked  his  power, 
King  of  a  mimic  court  for  one  permitted  hour! 


LXIV. 

Thus  Folly  oft  will  mock  at  majesty, 

Or  laugh  to  scorn  the  sceptre  and  the  throne, 
Too  blind  the  dignity  of  Rule  to  see, 

And  hating  all  control  except  its  own  ; 

For  grant  it  but  the  taste  of  power  alone, 

What  freaks  of  petty  tyranny  ’twill  play, 

Till  all  the  weakness  of  the  fool  is  shown  ; 
Then  Power,  with  a  smile,  resumes  its  sway, 
The  King  is  ruler  still,  the  fool  a  fool  alway ! 
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But  oft,  perchance,  the  monarch  heeded  not 
While  mirth  and  folly  played  their  fleeting  part ; 
Amid  the  grandeur  of  his  earthly  lot 
Old  sorrows  would  awake  with  aching  smart, 

And  in  the  depths  of  his  world-hardened  heart 
He  mourned  for  her  his  youth  had  loved  the  best, 
For  her,  to  latest  days,  the  tears  would  start, 

And  often  there  his  wandering  glance  would  rest 
Where  one  fair  marble  dome  rose  gleaming  in  the 
West! 


LXVI. 

It  is  a  monument  *  of  deathless  love, 

Which  glows  in  every  human  heart  the  same, 

Or  if  the  crowned  King  its  influence  prove, 

Or  lowly  peasant  own  the  kindling  flame, 

Inspired  by  love,  the  weakest,  tenderest  frame 
Gains  giant  strength,  and  for  its  wondrous  sake 
Does  deeds  more  glorious  than  for  wealth  or  fame  ; 
Love  braves  the  sword,  the  torture,  or  the  stake, 

But  never  yet  could  Love  the  loved  immortal  make ! 


*  The  "Taj." 
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LXVII. 

The  monarch  felt  the  bitterness  of  this, 

The  narrow  bounds  of  human  love  and  power  ; 

Fame,  riches,  knowledge,  empire,  all  were  his, 

And  yet  he  could  not  save  one  fading  flower, 

Nor  lengthen  out  its  bloom  for  one  short  hour; 
Before  the  spoiler,  Death,  he,  vanquished,  bowed, 
Though  he  had  spoiled  cities  for  the  dower 
Of  her  he  loved,  at  last  the  conqueror,  proud, 

Could  give  her  naught  she  needed  save  a  tomb  and 
shroud. 


LXVII  I. 

But  what  a  tomb !  A  glorious  threnody, 

Composed  in  marble  ;  sounding  on  the  air, 

Those  minarets  seem  whispering  to  the  sky 
The  story  of  Love’s  loss,  and  Love’s  despair! 

Ah,  surely,  temple  so  divinely  fair 

Was  never  raised  by  men  of  mortal  mould, 

But  Genii-architects  have  placed  it  there, 

And  magic  hands  its  pure  design  unrolled  ; 

Such  things  have  surely  been,  or  men  have  dreamed, 
of  old. 
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LX  IX. 

Not  here  that  grandeur,  solemn  and  divine, 

Which  in  the  Minster’s  Gothic  aisles  we  see, 

Ethereal  beauty’s  essence,  subtle,  fine, 

Breathes  out  in  softest  grace  and  purity. 

Our  eyes  have  seen  such  visions,  it  may  be, 

When  we  have  let  our  fancies  Heavenward  roam, 
And  viewed  beneath  the  azure  canopy 
Cloud-palaces,  with  arch,  and  spire,  and  dome, 

So  fair,  we  deemed  them  some  bright  spirit’s  aerial 
home. 


LXX. 

But  when  the  sun,  adown  the  Western  slope, 

Was  flooding  Heaven  with  amber  light  serene, 
Those  fairy  portals  softly  seemed  to  ope, 

Revealing  halls,  of  brightness  crystalline, 

That  sudden  flushed  into  a  roseate  sheen, 

Then  gleamed  the  walls  with  sparkling  gems  ablaze, 
Or  tinged  with  changing  colours  opaline, 

Till,  one  by  one,  died  out  those  glorious  rays, 

And  all  the  vision  faded  in  a  pearly  haze. 
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LXXI. 

Thus  ever  fade  those  waking  dreams  transcendent 
Which  fill  us  with  a  joy  akin  to  pain  ; 

A  mist  of  tears  blots  out  the  light  resplendent, 

And  darkness  falls  upon  our  hearts  again  ; 

For  ever  do  we  feel  the  yearning  vain 
To  pierce  those  clouds  which  dim  our  vision  clear, 
And  yet  our  ’prisoned,  Heaven-born  souls  would  fain 
Burst  through  the  bonds  which  chain  our  spirits  here, 
And  free,  unfettered,  soar  to  that  celestial  sphere ! 


LXXI  I. 

But  if  to  mortal  eyes  be  ever  given 
To  see  their  dreams,  in  living  beauty  show  ; 
Behold  thy  faerie  palace  of  the  Heaven 
Brought  down  to  earth,  and  in  the  sunset,  lo ! 
Again  that  roseate  flush  on  domes  of  snow  ; 

While  rays  of  light  through  every  arching  door 
Have  tinged  the  walls  with  iridescent  glow  ; 

Then  gaze,  as  thou  has  never  gazed  before, 

The  “Taj”  will  haunt  thy  memory  henceforth, 


evermore ! 
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LXXIII. 

Now,  once  again,  my  wandering  steps  return 
To  Agra’s  Palace,  haunt  of  glories  gone, 

On  every  hand  new  beauties  I  discern, 

That  great  “  Diwan,”  where  once  the  “  Peacock  Throne  ” 
In  all  its  wealth  of  jewelled  splendour  shone ! 

The  Pearl  of  Mosques!  whose  every  snowy  dome 
Seems  poised  in  air,  like  gleaming  bubbles  blown 
To  float  in  ether,  pure  as  driven  foam  ; 

And  exquisite  abodes,  where  women  made  their  home. 


LXXIV. 

Yet  in  my  heart  the  whispered  doubt  is  found, 

“Have  then  these  walls  no  secrets?  Is  there  naught 
Within  this  stately  fort’s  embattled  round 
Save  halls  of  marble,  courts  in  beauty  wrought, 
Where  only  memories  to  the  mind  are  brought 
Of  wealth  and  power,  of  loveliness  and  love, 

Have  they  no  histories,  with  horror  fraught?” 

Yea,  tragedies !  These  gloomy  dungeons  prove 
That  Terror  dwelt  below,  while  Pleasure  reigned  above. 
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L  XXV. 

Oft  have  I  looked  on  dungeons,  ere  this  day, 

In  ruined  strongholds  of  the  feudal  West, 

Where  death  and  torture  once  held  dismal  sway  ; 
But  never  did  such  horror  fill  my  breast 
As  here,  where  this  one  fact  doth  stand  confest 
These  cells  were  made  for  women !  Evermore 
By  Moslem  rule  degraded  and  opprest ; 

Beneath  the  fair  Zanana’s  marble  floor 

The  shrieks  of  murdered  victims  echoed  o’er  and  o’er! 


LXXVI. 

Not  thus  it  was,  in  India’s  earlier  day, 

Ere  Moslem  conquerors  o’erran  her  strand, 

And  womanhood  was  crushed  beneath  their  sway  ; 
From  ancient  time  the  Hindu  records  stand 
That  women  then  were  honoured  in  the  land  ; 
Unveiled,  and  unconfined,  they  lived  at  ease; 

Not  yet  from  just  and  lawful  freedom  banned  : 

But  where  the  flag  of  Islam  stirs  the  breeze 

The  wail  of  woman  rings  through  all  the  centuries ! 
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LXXVII. 

Away !  The  glory  of  these  halls  is  dimmed, 

Since  murder  lurked  beneath  the  goodly  show 
Of  courts,  which  many  a  painter’s  hand  hath  limned, 
And  poets,  their  imaginations  all  aglow, 

Have  peopled  with  the  forms  of  long  ago. 

“  Here  Zephyr  bore  the  ‘  Champak’s  scented  breath, 
Cool  fountains  played,  while  laughter,  light  and  low, 
Rang  musical.”  All  this  the  poet  saith, 

Naught  knowing  of  that  hideous  charnel-house  of 
Death ! 


LXXVII  I. 

But  now  my  thoughts,  with  swiftly  moving  change, 
Must  leave  old  Agra,  and  its  blame  or  praise ; 

Yet  ere  my  wandering  footsteps  further  range 
I  fain  would  tell  a  tale  of  modern  days  ; 

By  other  interests  stirred,  once  more  I  gaze 
On  those  great  walls,  where  Britons  kept  their  ward 
When  mutiny  had  set  the  land  ablaze, 

And  knew  not,  while  they  stood  on  ceaseless  guard, 
If  they  should  ever  see  their  leaguered  gates  unbarred! 
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In  those  first  anxious  days  of  doubt  and  dread, 
Before  the  walls  of  Agra  there  appeared 
A  band  of  Indian  converts,  at  their  head 
A  leader,  whose  great  name  is  still  revered, 

His  monument  in  native  hearts  is  reared  ;  ' 

An  Englishman,  to  Englishmen  he  cried, 

“Admit  us  all!”  The  fort’s  defenders  feared 
To  trust  his  swarthy  followers,  and  beside, 

Their  scanty  store,  they  deemed,  ’twere  dangerous  to 
divide. 


LXXX. 

Then  spake  their  captain  thus  :  “  It  cannot  be ! 

For  such  as  these  we  have  no  vacant  space. 

Our  store  is  small,  and  even  you  must  see 
So  many  mouths  devour  the  grain  apace. 

You,  only,  we  admit  into  the  place !  ” 

The  Pastor  answered  with  unfaltering  breath, 

And  as  he  spake  a  light  shone  o’er  his  face — 

“If  these  must  die,  my  children  in  the  faith, 

They  shall  not  face  alone  the  Christian  martyr’s 
death !  ” 
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LXXXI. 


No  further  did  he  seek  their  cause  to  plead, 

But  turned  to  go — -the  soldier’s  heart,  though  cast 
In  sternest  mould,  yet  loved  a  generous  deed  ; 

The  gates  were  opened,  and  the  Christians  passed 
Within  those  walls,  where  nobly  to  the  last 
They  shared  the  dangers,  till  there  came  release  ; 
The  Pastor  lived,  to  do  a  work  more  vast 
Than  conquering  armies,  for  when  wars  shall  cease, 
Unmoved  shall  stand  the  Kingdom  of  the  Prince  of 
Peace ! 


LXXXII. 

Northward  I  speed,  to  view  those  world-famed  scenes 
Where  all  the  tumults  of  the  past  were  rife, 

Those  battle-sites  from  which  the  traveller  gleans 
The  records  only  of  unceasing  strife; 

Three  times  the  issues  dread  of  death  or  life, 

On  “  Panipat’s  ”  historic  field  were  tried  ; 

Marathi  spear,  there,  clashed  with  Afghan  knife, 
There,  twice  the  brave  Moghuls  their  foes  defied, 

And  set  their  dynasty  on  Delhi’s  throne  of  pride. 
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Imperial  Delhi !  Shadowy  pageants  throng 
Thy  haunted  plain,  before  my  musing  eye 
The  ghosts  of  buried  nations  pass  along, 

I  hear  the  tramp  of  armies  marching  by, 

I  see  their  lances  gleam,  their  banners  fly ! 
Green-turbaned  hosts  the  Prophet’s  standard  bear, 
And  shouts  of  triumph  rend  the  arching  sky : 

Yet  other  sounds  are  lingering  on  the  air, 

Low  moans  of  agony,  deep  wailings  of  despair! 


LXXXIV. 

Oh,  War,  stern  War!  how  terrible  thou  art! 

How  awful,  even  when  thy  cause  is  just! 

Thou  hast  thy  nobler,  as  thy  meaner  part, 

Nor  dare  a  Nation  leave  its  sword  to  rust 
And  let  its  rights  be  trampled  in  the  dust, 

Yet  hold,  unscathed,  its  honour  or  its  life  ; 

But  when  thou  art  the  tool  of  conquering  lust, 

When  greed  or  tyranny  begin  the  strife 

The  Sword  of  Justice  then  becomes  th’  Assassin’s  knife! 
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What  griefs,  what  wars,  what  bloodshed  hast  thou  seen, 
From  earliest  ages,  tortured  Hindustan! 

A  camping  ground  of  nations  thou  hast  been  ; 

The  conquering  Greek,  the  legions  of  Iran 
The  ruthless  hordes  of  Asia’s  Tartar  Khan, 

By  turns  have  made  thy  war-worn  land  their  prey  ; 
The  proud  Moghul,  the  treacherous  Pathan, 

Have  taught  thee  at  the  sword  point  to  obey, 

And  grasped  the  crimson  sceptre  of  a  blood-bought 
sway. 


LXXXVI. 

Yet  not  alone  the  invader  from  afar, 

Athirst,  his  greed  of  fame  or  gam  to  sate, 

But  cruel,  ceaseless,  internecine  war, 

The  feuds  of  tribal  jealousy  or  hate, 

Have  laid  thy  fairest  regions  desolate, 

Till  all  the  land  seemed  but  one  yawning  grave! 
And  thus  it  hath  become  thy  last  strange  fate, 

Still  bleeding  from  the  wounds  thy  children  gave, 
To  bless  the  strong  “White  Bland,”  which  could  both 
rule  and  save! 


1 
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LXXXVII. 

Far,  far,  as  sight  can  reach,  o’er  all  the  plain 
A  ruined  Past  is  spread  before  our  eyes, 

There  stately  cities  rose,  to  fall  again, 

Now  scattered  wide,  each  marble  relic  lies, 

Pure  and  unstained,  beneath  the  smiling  skies  ; 
Tombs,  temples,  palaces,  a  wondrous  scene, 

Where  “  all  is  vanity  ”  we  realize  ; 

Yet  o’er  the  wrecks  of  Time,  with  soaring  mien, 

The  “  Kutub  ”  lifts  its  head,  to  realms  of  light  serene! 


LXXXVIII. 

Amid  these  mouldering  cities,  sacked  and  spoiled, 

Or  left  to  ruin  by  a  tyrant’s  whim, 

Stands  one,  which  Time’s  destroying  arts  hath  foiled, 
City  of  Tombs,  where  dwell  no  terrors  grim, 

Its  snowy  marble  fretwork  grows  not  dim, 

But  all  seems  fresh,  as  when  the  mourner’s  tear 
These  graves  bedewed,  while  wailed  the  funeral  hymn  ; 
And  faithful  devotees  still  gather  here, 

To  worship  at  the  shrine  of  Mullah,  prince,  or  “  pir.” 
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But  lo !  above  these  wraiths  of  bygone  years 
The  towers  of  modern  Delhi  rise  in  sight ! 

More  beautiful  than  all  her  vanished  peers, 
Whose  glory  sank  in  dark  oblivion’s  night, 

The  stately  city  basks  in  glowing  light ; 

Her  lofty  cupolas  flash  golden  rays, 

And  countless  marble  domes  are  gleaming  white, 
Her  mosques  and  palaces  arrest  our  gaze, 
Imperial  still  she  seems  as  in  the  olden  days. 


XC. 

There  still  the  tribes  of  Northern  India  meet ; 

Long  avenues  of  shade  by  runnels  fed, 

Give  cooling  freshness  in  the  fervid  heat, 

Resounding  ever  with  the  busy  tread 
Of  myriad  feet,  though  centuries  have  sped 
Since  Shah-Jehan  first  made  his  dwelling  there  ; 
Though  armies  in  those  streets  have  fought  and  bled, 
“  Jehanabad  ”  is  stately  still,  and  fair ; 

Brilliant,  as  though  untouched  by  sorrow,  time,  or  care. 
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Hark!  From  yon  Minar,  the  Muezzin’s  call 
Still  warns  the  faithful  of  the  noontide  hour, 

And  wins  to  prayer  the  true  believers  all 
In  Delhi’s  mosque,  the  city’s  noblest  dower, 

Rich  gift  of  monarchs  in  their  day  of  power, 
That  fane  which  Moslems  deem  beyond  compare, 
Praising  its  mighty  dome,  its  fourfold  tower, 

And  that  vast  court  beneath  the  vaulted  air, 
Where  kneeling  thousands  bow  their  turbaned  heads 
prayer. 


XCII. 

This,  this  is  Delhi’s  heart !  But  wandering  East, 
Where  Jumna  sparkles  ’neath  the  blazing  skies, 
The  murmuring  roar  of  busy  life  hath  ceased, 

For  there  the  lofty  rose-red  walls  arise, 

Within  whose  bounds  the  “  royal  city  ”  lies  ; 

Grim  bastions,  palace  courts,  and  gardens  bright, 
Such  monuments  as  wealth  and  power  devise, 
For  war  and  rule,  for  comfort  and  delight, 
Where  sternest  strength  and  softest  luxury  unite. 
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XCIII. 

Cold  must  the  spirit  be,  the  fancy  dull, 

Which  cannot  raise  the  mighty  past  again, 

And  see  some  vision  of  the  Great  Moghul, 

Amid  the  splendours  of  his  courtly  train, 

Then  sovereigns  ruled  who  could  both  fight  and  reign  ; 
In  alcoved  Halls,  on  gorgeous  thrones  they  sate, 
Where  oft  the  poor  claimed  justice — not  in  vain — 
Here  weak  descendants  kept  the  show  of  state, 

Like  pale  dissolving  shadows  of  the  strong  and  great! 


XCIV. 

And  here,  at  last,  that  feeble  puppet  reigned, 

The  puny  offspring  of  a  mighty  race, 

By  foreign  arms  his  tottering  throne  sustained ! 
When  foes  and  rebels  left  no  breathing  space, 

’Twas  England  gained  him  yet  a  spell  of  grace ; 

Alas !  ingratitude  was  all  her  meed ! 

And  floods  of  treason  swept  this  treacherous  place. 
The  last  Moghul,  by  one  dark  murderous  deed, 

The  death-doom  of  his  own  imperial  power  decreed. 
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Oh,  fatal  Fort,  of  warlike  ages  past! 

In  pomp  and  state  your  story  had  begun, 

But  crime  and  bloodshed  stained  it  to  the  last, 

For  never  fouler  massacre  was  done 

Than  on  that  day  when  yonder  changeless  sun 

Beheld  your  marble  courts  with  crimson  dyed  ; 

Of  all  those  helpless  fugitives,  not  one 
Was  spared  in  pity,  Jumna’s  swollen  tide, 

That  could  not  bear  its  burdens  strewed  them  by  her 
side ! 


XCVI. 

This  closed  the  tale  of  long  unpunished  crime, 

So  Delhi’s  crown  and  sceptre  passed  away ! 

It  is  the  story  written  in  all  time, 

That  power  abused  must  end  imperial  sway. 
Therefore  these  courts  are  desolate  to-day, 

These  Halls  of  Audience,  cold  and  silent  now, 

Only  the  gardens  bloom,  as  fresh  and  gay 
As  when  some  captive  beauty  wreathed  her  brow 
With  starry  blossoms  from  the  fragrant  “  Champak  ” 
bough. 
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I  stood  upon  the  famous  Terrace  wall, 

While  far  below  the  river  flowed  in  light, 

Aud  mused  how  once  in  life  there  comes  to  all 
The  “  Crisis,”  judging-point  of  Wrong  or  Right ; 
Not  Chance — by  foolish  mortals  vainly  flight— 

We  are  not  bubbles  blown  along  life’s  way, 

But  free  to  choose  the  paths  before  our  sight ; 

And  once  God  saith  to  all,  “  Choose  ye  to-day, 

The  Evil  or  the  Good,  choose  Death  or  Life  alway !  ” 


XCVIII. 

Oh !  had  but  Delhi’s  monarch  wisely  known 
To  shun  the  evil,  and  hold  fast  the  good, 

He  might  have  kept  his  semblance  of  a  throne, 

And  myriad  lives  had  not  been  quenched  in  blood ! 
On  that  May  morning,  when  one  watcher  stood 
On  this  same  Terrace,  gazing  far  away 
Across  the  River  Jumna’s  rapid  flood 
Where  Eastern  plains  lay  dim  in  twilight  grey, 

Soft  flushing  into  rose  ’neath  Dawning’s  crimson  ray. 
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Deep  silence  reigned,  until  the  call  to  prayer 
Arose  from  one  lone  mosque  beside  the  stream, 
Then  suddenly,  athwart  the  startled  air, 

Unwonted  sounds  broke  in  on  Nature’s  dream. 

They  neared,  those  clattering  hoofs !  With  burnished 
gleam 

Of  sword  and  lance,  five  troopers  madly  ride 
Across  the  bridge  ;  wild  fugitives  they  seem. 

“The  gates!  The  gates!  Oh,  fling  them  open  wide! 
Protection,  Padishah !  ”  in  panting  haste  they  cried. 


C. 

And  still  in  troops,  along  the  “  Mirat  ”  road, 

Came  flying  men  who,  breathless,  strove  to  win 
A  refuge  here — yet  no  pursuers  showed ! — 

All  day  the  Mutineers  were  streaming  in 
And  clamouring  at  the  gates  with  horrid  din  ; 
Beyond  the  bridge  none  dared  to  pause  or  hault, 

For,  guilty  of  the  soldier’s  mortal  sin, 

With  blood-stained  hands,  all,  “  faithless  to  their  salt,” 
They  knew  there  never  could  be  pardon  for  their  fault. 
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CI. 

In  Delhi,  fear  and  faith  held  changing  sway, 
The  heart  of  “  Aladln  ”  was  troubled  sore  ; 

In  vain  the  Briton  firmly  counselled  “Nay!” 
While  furious  Sepoys  thundered  at  the  door  ; 

For  present  danger  conquers  evermore 
The  fortress  of  a  weak  and  coward  mind, 

The  king  choose  Evil !  and  his  treason  bore 
Such  bitter  fruit,  that  history  scarce  can  find 
A  kingly  choice  more  fatal,  or  more  madly  blind! 


CII. 

But  still  from  thoughts  of  ancient  Moslem  power, 
On  yonder  “  Ridge  ”  our  eyes  will  turn  to  gaze, 
Where,  from  the  summit  of  one  lonely  tower, 
Through  all  Rebellion’s  dark  and  desperate  days, 
The  flag  of  England  showed  its  crimson  blaze, 
Inspiring  hope,  when  hope  was  needed  most ; 

There,  brave  besiegers,  worn  with  ceaseless  frays, 

Yet  patient  in  persistence,  held  their  post, 

Leaguering  the  mighty  city,  with  its  rebel  host. 


138 


THE  PILGRIM  OF  INDIA. 


CIII. 

Days  lengthened  into  weeks.  Yea,  months  rolled  on, 
Impatient  longing  filled  each  warrior  soul, 

Until  at  length  the  morn  of  battle  shone, 

No  trumpet  blare,  no  drum  with  martial  roll 
Led  on  those  grim  battalions  to  their  goal, 

Silent  they  marched  to  die,  or  conquer  fate! 

Their  deeds  are  writ  on  Honour’s  blazoned  scroll ! 
So  few,  to  assault  a  city  walled  and  great, 

To  rush  the  deadly  breach,  to  storm  the  Kashmir  Gate! 


CIV. 

The  “  Kashmir  Gate,”  that  unforgotten  name, 

Recalls  a  deed  of  valour,  unsurpassed, 

When  from  its  threshold  rose  destroying  flame, 
While  startled  Delhi  heard  the  deadly  blast, 

And  knew  her  portal  proud  was  forced  at  last ; 

But  they  who  fired  the  train,  ah !  where  were  they  ? 
Who  hazarded  their  lives  upon  the  cast, 

To  ope  for  others  a  triumphal  way  ; 

Beside  the  shattered  Gate  their  shattered  corpses  lay ! 
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Yet  willingly  they  paid  the  fatal  price, 

And  for  their  country’s  triumph  nobly  died  ; 

War’s  saving  virtue  in  self-sacrifice, 

The  light  by  which  its  gloom  is  glorified ! 

Therefore  our  hearts  are  thrilled  with  generous  pride 
When  in  such  deeds  of  valour  we  descry 
Unselfishness  with  bravery  allied  ; 

The  warrior  virtue  we  exalt  most  high, 

It  is  not  fiery  zeal,  but  readiness  to  die ! 


CVI. 

And  never  do  such  heroes  fall  in  vain, 

For  thousands  more,  by  their  example  fired, 

Are  nerved  to  conquer  mortal  fear  and  pain, 

To  fight  for  duty,  patient,  strong,  untired, 

Or  die,  by  love  of  duty  still  inspired  ; 

Though  never  shall  they  wear  the  victor’s  crown, 
Nor  hear  their  praise  in  lofty  paeans  quired, 

It  is  enough,  to  know  their  lives  laid  down 

For  simple  Duty’s  sake,  and  not  for  vain  Renown! 
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The  bugle  rang !  yet  sounded  all  unheard 
Amid  the  thunderous  roar,  the  crashing  din  ; 

But  eager  men  with  battle-ardour  stirred 
Delayed  not  for  the  Call  to  enter  in  ; 

Furious  they  rushed,  the  combat  to  begin  ; 

They  streamed  through  battered  gate,  and  broken  wall, 
No  easy  victory  was  theirs  to  win. 

In  street,  and  lane,  they  saw  their  wounded  fall. 

Till,  with  the  gathering  night,  exhaustion  conquered 
all! 


CVIII. 

Far  in  the  City,  where  the  fight  raged  most. 

One  fatal  bullet  did  its  deadly  part, 

There  fell  the  noblest  of  the  British  host, 

Its  bravest  spirit,  and  most  generous  heart ! 

And  still  for  Nicholson  the  tears  will  start 
To  aged  eyes  which  saw  his  glorious  youth, 

When  lawless  tribesmen  yielded  to  the  art 
By  which  he  ruled — all  justice,  courage,  truth ! 

Yet  stern  to  punish  crime,  for  then  he  knew  no  ruth. 
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'Twas  thus  he  tamed  each  fiery  frontier  horde, 

Their  bravest  deeds  his  valour  would  outshine, 

Till  far  and  near  his  name  became  adored  ; 

While  hundreds  thronged  to  bend  before  his  “shrine,” 
And  called  themselves  the  “  Sect  of  Nickalseyn,” 

Poor  faithful  hearts,  who  in  their  blindness  prove 
That  human  souls  for  higher  help  will  pine, 

That  kindness  still  the  stoniest  heart  will  move 
To  yield  its  richest  gold  beneath  the  wand  of  Love. 


CX. 

Six  days  had  passed  before  the  fight  was  done, 

But  when  the  seventh  night  began  to  close, 

It  gathered  o’er  a  city  lost,  and  won, 

Whence  all  the  swarming  host  of  rebel  foes 
Had  melted,  like  the  Himalayan  snows ! 

Yet  every  street  had  been  a  battle-field, 

No  sterner  fight  the  page  of  Plistory  knows; 

By  it,  the  Great  Moghul’s  last  doom  was  sealed, 

And  all  the  deepest  wounds  of  Britain’s  pride  were 
healed. 


142 


THE  PILGRIM  OF  INDIA. 


CXI. 

How  swift,  how  deep,  Time’s  rushing  torrent  rolls! 
The  storm  and  stress  of  those  tremendous  days, 
Which  like  a  hurricane  swept  o’er  our  souls, 
Forgotten,  ’mid  the  glow  of  summer  rays, 

The  sunny  calm  of  Fortune’s  noontide  blaze, 

Where  only  gentlest  gales  may  breathe  or  blow ! 
Yet  let  the  Past  its  note  of  warning  raise, 

Lest  over-confidence  our  pride  lay  low, 

And  future  years  repeat  the  tale  of  long  ago! 


CXII. 

But  Heaven  grant  that  this  may  never  be ! 

Since  Justice  is  the  stay  of  Britain’s  power  ; 

More  liberal  laws  no  vanquished  race  could  see 
Than  those  which  govern  Ind  this  very  hour  ; 
Beneath  no  tyrant’s  sceptre  do  they  cower, 

Our  fellow-subjects  of  this  Eastern  Land  ; 

And  now,  when  troubles  come,  or  tempests  lour, 
We  aid  them  in  their  need  with  generous  hand, 
With  us  they  meet  each  foe,  united  still  we  stand. 
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With  us  they  bow  beneath  the  gentle  sway 
Of  her,  who  reigns  benignant  and  serene, 

“  Victoria,  the  Beloved,”  we  all  obey, 

Empress  of  India,  and  Great  Britain’s  Queen ! 

And  Delhi  saw  that  grand  Imperial  scene, 

When  India’s  Chiefs  and  Princes  came  once  more, 
In  pomp  and  state,  with  jewelled  garments’  sheen, 
To  own  their  fealty,  as  in  days  of  yore, 

But  to  an  Empire  mightier,  grander  than  before ! 


CXIV. 

We  picture  to  ourselves  that  scene  again, 

The  vast  assemblage  met  within  these  walls, 

The  countless  camps  upon  this  tented  plain, 

The  great  “Darbar”*  in  Delhi’s  ancient  Halls! 
Ind’s  warlike  Past,  whose  history  appals, 

Hath  passed  away,  with  all  its  praise  or  blame  ; 

An  Age  of  Peace  the  British  “  Raj  ”  instals 
“  Kaisar-i-Hind  !  ”  the  herald-trumps  proclaim, 

And  India  vows  allegiance  to  that  honoured  name! 

#This  poem  was  written  before  the  death  of  Queen  Victoria,  and  the 
Darbar  alluded  to  is  therefore  that  of  1877. 
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CANTO  IV. 


I. 

J^AND  of  Five  Rivers!  flowing  to  the  sea 

Through  many  a  fertile  tract  of  waving  grain, 
Then  onward  ’mid  the  drear  monotony 
Of  treeless  desert  or  of  sandy  plain, 

Till  sluggish  Indus  bears  them  to  the  mam — 

Land  of  the  fir-clad  hill,  and  snowy  crest, 

Where  Nature  rears  on  high  her  lofty  fane. 

With  what  a  glory  doth  the  morn  invest 
Himalaya’s  sun-kissed  brow,  and  roseate  flushing 
breast ! 


II. 

So  varied  are  the  scenes  of  Northern  Ind, 

They  teem  with  contrasts  ever  strange  and  new ! 

Far  westward  lie  the  plains  of  burning  Sind, 

Here  mighty  peaks  are  soaring  to  the  blue  ; 

Like  giant  sentinels,  in  order  due, 

Through  morning  mist,  their  shadowy  outlines  loom, 
While  o’er  their  lower  slopes  the  purple  hue 
Of  Rhododendron,  in  its  April  bloom, 

Lights  up  the  denser  firwood’s  verdant  gloom. 
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Here  wave  the  deodars  in  native  grace ! 

Abroad,  their  sweeping  branches  grandly  flung 
Until  the  feathery  circles  interlace, 

With  snowy  wreaths  of  wild  Clematis  hung, 
Where  lays  of  joyous  birds  are  gaily  sung  ; 

But  when  the  Gorge’s  lowest  depths  are  gained 
Only  by  grinning  monkeys’  chattering  tongue 
The  silence  of  the  forest  is  profaned, 

All  other  sounds  of  life  upon  the  ear  have  waned. 


IV. 

Yet  still  where  Nature  spreads  her  fairest  scene, 
Intruding  Man  her  symmetry  doth  mar, 

And  sunny  slopes  once  clothed  in  softest  green, 
Now  seem  like  arid  deserts  from  afar  ; 

Where  once  arose  the  stately  Deodar, 

Th’  unlovely  lines  of  Simla’s  dwellings  show 
Heaven’s  pure  air  tainted  by  the  thronged  “  Bazar,” 
Where  swarming  coolies,  passing  to  and  fro, 

Outvie  the  Simian  chatterers  in  the  depths  below. 
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V. 

But  scattered  far  beyond  this  central  bound 
On  “Jako’s”  hill,  or  ’neath  “Elysium’s”  shade, 
The  simple,  low-thatched  bungalows  are  found, 
Where  many  a  weary  man  his  home  hath  made, 

And  for  a  while  his  cares  aside  hath  laid  ; 

The  worn  Civilian  here  may  take  his  rest, 

Dawn  wakes  the  soldier  to  no  dull  parade, 

No  bugle-call  disturbs  his  sleeping  breast, 

Birds  only  chant  “  reveille  ”  from  their  leafy  nest. 


VI. 

But  not  for  all,  the  hours  pass  idly  by 
In  restful  ease,  or  social  converse  gay, 

For  rulers  still  must  watch  with  sleepless  eye 
To  guard  a  nation’s  destinies,  and  they 
Who  govern  Empires  know  no  holiday  ; 

Here,  robes  of  brief  authority  they  don, 

Too  oft  the  burden  wears  their  life  away! 

Yet  still,  when  their  short  day  is  past  and  gone, 
The  vast  machine  of  State  relentlessly  rolls  on. 
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VII. 

No  toil  so  drains  the  life-blood  of  mankind 
As  ceaseless  working  of  the  active  brain, 

Night  brings  no  ease,  too  oft  the  sleepless  mind 
In  thought  revolves  its  problems  o’er  again, 

And  seeks  Oblivion’s  sweet  repose  in  vain. 

The  hardy  peasant,  when  his  work  is  wrought, 

Sleeps  sound,  unvisited  by  mental  pain. 

Not  his  the  hours  with  thronging  visions  fraught. 

The  ever-haunting  theme,  the  ceaseless  sting  of  thought. 


VIII. 

These  are  the  penalties  which  all  must  pay, 

For  great  things  gained,  Wealth,  Knowledge,  Rule,  and 
Power  ; 

The  grain,  full-fed  with  sap,  draws  near  decay, 

And  Life’s  rich  fruitage  still  destroys  its  flower. 
What  matter? — if  when  comes  the  final  hour 
We  know  our  life-work  has  been  truly  done  ; 

Some  fruits  mature  not,  shrivelled,  sapless,  sour, 
They  hang  on  idly,  rotting  in  the  sun, 

Their  promise  unfulfilled,  no  crown  of  ripeness  won! 
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Not  such  the  lives  of  England’s  nobler  sons, 

Who  govern  Ind  as  in  high  Heaven’s  sight ; 

No  mere  by  flashing  swords  and  flaming  guns, 

But  by  the  changeless  Law  of  Truth  and  Right, 
That  gift  of  peace  from  England’s  hand  of  might ; 
Right  worthily  these  men  fulfil  their  part, 

Though  human  error  oft  may  dim  their  light, 

Yet  firm  their  purpose,  fixed,  each  honest  heart 
To  do  its  work  aright,  Life’s  noblest,  truest  art. 


X. 

Toiling  or  resting,  here  they  may  be  seen, 

The  men,  whose  lives  are  making  History ! 
Unconscious  oft,  how  great  their  work  has  been, 
Doing  their  daily  task,  in  brave  simplicity  ; 

Taried  indeed  their  services  may  be, 

In  fields  of  war,  some  for  their  country  stand, 

Some  win  her  battles  in  diplomacy, 

All  work  for  India’s  weal  with  heart  and  hand  ; 

Still  loving  England  most,  their  own  dear  Mother-land ! 
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XI. 

Oh !  how  I  loathe  those  Scorners  of  our  age, 

Who  mock  the  finest  instincts  of  mankind, 

And  brand  with  ridicule  that  “  noble  rage,” 

That  ardour  of  devotion  which  we  find, 

When  love  of  country  stirs  the  fervent  mind  ; 

’Tis  generous  hearts  that  glow  with  patriot-zeal, 
While  petty  souls,  to  larger  interests  blind, 

Devotion  so  unselfish  never  feel, 

To  them  some  petty  gain  outweighs  an  Empire’s  weal 


XII. 

In  Simla  now.  I  stay  my  onward  course, 

Seeking  the  refuge  of  its  cooler  height, 

“  Hot  Seasons  ”  lose  their  terror,  and  their  force, 
Where  freshness  doth  at  least  relieve  the  night ; 

For  even  here  the  sun  shines  fiercely  bright, 

While  heated  rocks  give  back  its  ardent  beam. 

May  comes,  and  withered  herbage  meets  our  sight. 
No  more  till  the  Monsoon  shall  torrents  stream, 

Or  banks  of  moss  and  fern  in  living  verdure  gleam. 
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XIII. 

Fair  children  greet  us  here  on  every  side, 

With  flying  hair,  and  frank  grey  English  eyes  ; 
Whose  dusky  Ayahs  tend  their  charge  with  pride 
As  little  cherubs  straight  from  Paradise ! 

While  mothers  long  for  cooler  airs  to  rise, 

And  tinge  those  rose-leaf  cheeks  with  ruddier  glow, 
Here  many  a  woman,  ’mid  her  smiling  sighs, 

For  oft  her  dreamy,  absent  glances  show 
Her  thoughts  are  with  her  lord,  on  burning  plains 
below ! 


XIV. 

This  grief  o’ershadows  Anglo-Indian  life! 

The  bitter  pain  of  parting  comes  to  all, 

Parent  and  child,  the  husband  and  the  wife  ; 

This  haunting  fear  doth  woman’s  soul  appal, 

When  sorely  rent  by  Love’s  conflicting  call  ; 

To  leave  her  husband,  all  her  heart  cries  “Nay!” 
But  then,  in  sickening  dread,  her  glances  fall 
On  fading  children,  at  their  listless  play  ; 

The  wife  would  linger  on,  the  Mother  dare  not  stay! 
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And  so  they  throng,  these  wives  and  mothers  here, 
Or  sail  the  Homeward  track,  where  Ocean  foams, 
While  many  a  strong  man’s  sigh,  a  woman’s  tear 
Betrays  the  anguish  of  divided  Homes! 

What  though  amid  these  glorious  scenes  she  roams, 
The  wife’s  true  heart  still  with  her  husband  stays, 
She  turns  from  crystal  peaks  and  snowy  domes 
To  watch  the  distant  plain  with  yearning  gaze, 

And  dream  of  him  she  loves,  in  all  his  lonely  days. 


XVI. 


Far,  far  below,  the  quivering  mist  of  heat 
Spreads  like  a  golden  veil  o’er  all  the  plains, 
Where  weary  toilers’  fevered  pulses  beat 
With  ardent  longing  for  the  cooling  “  Rains,” 
Stern  duty  binds  them  in  its  noble  chains, 

In  vain  for  them  the  Hills  ascend  on  high, 
While  every  eye  its  anxious  vision  strains, 

To  see  if  haply  one  dark  speck  there  lie, 

Amid  the  hopeless  blue  of  that  unclouded  sky. 
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Oft,  in  the  burning  hours  of  sultry  June, 

Depression  seizes  upon  heart  and  brain, 

Then  all  the  chords  of  life  seem  out  of  tune, 

And  Thought  keeps  singing  only  one  refrain, 

’Tis  “Oh,  to  be  in  England  once  again!” 

It  haunts  the  sleepless  night,  the  airless  day, 

Though  Reason  sternly  check  such  longings  vain  : 
But  those  whom  fell  “  Exhaustion  ”  makes  its  prey, 
Scarce  think  or  feel,  or  hope,  while  life  ebbs  fast  away ! 


XVIII. 

Existence,  like  a  dull  and  dreary  task, 

Must  daily  be  repeated  o’er  and  o’er, 

When  rest,  and  only  rest,  is  all  they  ask  ; 

At  first  a  sense  of  weariness — no  more — 

Then  tired  limbs  fail,  and  thought,  so  keen  before, 
Grows  dull  at  last,  the  world  seems  passing  by 
As  in  a  dream,  their  spirit  cannot  soar 
Above  that  couch  of  weakness  where  they  lie, 

Till  all  things  fade  away,  life  breathed  out  in  a  sigh! 
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XIX. 


Yet  fiercer  glows  the  heat  as  days  pass  on, 

More  brazen  lies  the  soil,  sun-baked  and  bare, 

The  last  faint  tinge  of  green  from  Earth  is  gone, 

No  fleecy  cloudlet  veils  the  scorching  glare, 

No  breath  of  motion  stirs  the  amber  air, 

In  stillness  wrapped,  all  nature  pants  for  ease; 

Each  weary  beast  is  crouching  in  its  lair, 

The  birds  are  hidden,  silent,  in  the  trees, 

And  every  languid  creature  waits  the  cooling  breeze. 


XX. 


There  comes  a  change!  A  faint  far  sigh  is  heard, 
Which  slowly  swells  into  a  murmuring  sound, 

The  distant  tree-tops  first  are  gently  stirred, 

And  withered  leaves  fall  rustling  to  the  ground, 

A  strange  weird  light  falls  on  the  landscape  round, 
The  air  grows  tawny  orange  in  its  hue, 

The  Sun,  himself,  with  lurid  halo  bound 
Amid  th’  encircling  haze  peers  wildly  through, 
While  clouds  of  driven  dust  in  whirls  obscure  the  view. 
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XXI. 

It  is  the  dust-storm,  haste — the  pause  is  brief, 
Close  every  cranny  from  the  grating  blast ! 

Yet  ’tis  the  harbinger  of  blest  relief, 

Though  fierce  and  blinding,  quickly  overpast, 
What  though  the  dust  o’er  all  the  land  be  cast, 

Or  heaped  and  piled  in  sandy  ridges  he  ; 

Fling  wide  your  doors !  the  air  is  cooled  at  last  ; 
Men  breathe  once  more,  all  nature  heaves  a  sigh, 
Birds  twitter  in  the  trees,  or  flutter  gaily  by ! 


XXII. 

Like  flying  skirmishers,  with  pricking  lance, 

These  swift,  fierce  whirlwinds  rush  to  clear  the  way, 
While  northward  slow  the  serried  hosts  advance, 
Dense  cloud-battalions  in  their  massed  array, 

Whose  onward  marches  one  fixed  law  obey, 

They  come,  and  lo !  the  darkened  sky  is  rent 
With  pealing  thunders,  flashing  lightnings  play  ; 
The  ranks  break  up,  in  vaporous  melee  blent, 

And  all  the  Heavens  seem  one  dissolving  firmament. 
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Then  in  its  fury  the  Monsoon  descends, 

The  ceaseless  floods  the  teeming  clouds  pour  out, 
Earth  hails  them,  not  as  foes,  but  welcome  friends. 
Whose  timely  aid  alone  can  put  to  rout 
Her  worst,  most  dreaded  enemy,  the  drought ; 

The  teeming  soil  is  softened,  dormant  seed 
Is  quickened  into  growth,  each  tender  sprout 
Springs  forth  exultant,  from  its  prison  freed, 

Life  wakes  in  cultured  flower,  as  in  the  jungle  weed; 


XXIV. 

In  poisonous  herb,  or  wholesome  grain  for  food  : 
Earth’s  great  enigma  here,  in  type,  man  sees — - 
The  growth  of  evil  by  the  side  of  good — 

And  cries  out,  “Mystery  of  mysteries! 

Oh !  could  we  but  for  ever  sunder  these, 

Then  all  our  darkness  would  be  changed  to  light.” 
“Not  yet!”  saith  He,  Who  rules  our  destinies; 

We  still  must  walk  by  faith,  and  not  by  sight, 

Shall  not  the  Lord,  the  Judge  of  all  the  Earth,  do 
right  ? 
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XXV. 

Indissolubly  mingled  seems  the  flow 
Of  good  and  evil  gifts  from  Nature’s  hand, 

Heaven  pours  its  bounteous  streams  on  earth  below, 
And  rain’s  sweet  influence  vivifies  the  land  ; 

Then  angry  rivers  overflow  their  strand, 

Fresh  swollen  by  each  tributary  source, 

No  bar  their  steady  progress  can  withstand, 

They  spread  destruction  with  resistless  force, 

While  wreck,  and  widespread  ruin,  mark  their  ruthless 
course. 


XXVI. 

The  floods  retire,  but  from  the  sodden  earth 
Dank  pestilential  vapours  slowly  rise, 

’Tis  there  the  deadly  fever  has  its  birth 
Which  racks  the  frame  with  quivering  agonies, 
Man  shivers,  burns,  and  then,  exhausted,  dies : 
O’er  all  the  marshy  levels  of  the  plain 
On  steaming  mists  the  germ  of  poison  flies, 

And  thus  the  longed-for  blessing  of  the  rain 
Brings  all  these  mingled  evils  in  its  direful  tram 
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But  fleeting  as  the  thunder-cloud  which  stains 
The  pure  white  radiance  of  the  summer  sky, 

These  evils  pass  ;  while  yet  the  Earth  remains 
Her  beauty  and  her  freshness  cannot  die. 

Her  life  must  still  increase  and  multiply. 

’Tis  hers  the  feeble  germ  to  feed  and  tend 
Which  first  a  Higher  Power  did  vivify  ; 

With  light  and  joy,  the  shades  of  death  may  blend, 
But  Life — abundant  Life — is  Nature’s  aim  and  end. 


XXVIII. 

Enough  of  meditation!  Time  has  fled, 

“  The  Rains  ”  are  o’er,  the  hour  is  come  to  leave 
These  happy  heights,  where  months  so  swiftly  sped, 
And  in  their  course  such  friendly  ties  did  weave  ; 
But  friends  must  part,  although  the  parting  grieve, 
Lor  Simla’s  “Season”  draweth  near  its  end  ; 

The  “Tonga”  horn  is  heard  from  morn  till  eve! 

I  too  must  now  to  warmer  plains  descend, 

Across  the  fair  Pan  jab,  my  further  course  to  wend. 
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XXIX. 


For  rest  and  meditation  once  again 
On  Action’s  livelier  scenes  we  turn  our  view, 

For  in  this  land  of  “Sikhs”  we  meet  with  men 
Brave,  strong,  and  bold,  who  can  both  dare  and  do, 

The  British  ranks  their  steadfast  valour  knew, 

Till  vanquished,  not  enslaved,  they  owned  our  sway, 
Then  loyal  to  our  banner,  firm  and  true, 

With  us  they  fought,  with  us  they  won  the  day, 

When  Treason’s  shattered  hosts  were  swept  in  wrath 
away. 


XXX. 

“  Sikhs  of  the  North,”  of  old  that  warlike  name 
From  Indus  to  the  Ganges  terror  spread, 

Their  onward  marchings,  breathing  fire  and  flame, 
Inspired  the  Moslem  tyrant’s  soul  with  dread. 
Fierce  zealots!  by  their  warlike  “  Gurus  ”  led, 

Bound  by  one  common  faith,  one  mystic  tie, 

In  hatred  of  Islam  from  childhood  bred, 
Determined,  all,  to  conquer  or  to  die, 

What  marvel  that  such  men  should  march  to  victory ! 
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XXXI. 

Ages  of  persecution  had  evolved, 

From  tillers  of  the  soil,  these  martial  bands  ; 

From  simple  peasants,  warriors  stern,  resolved 
To  chase  the  hated  Moslem  from  their  lands, 

Fierce,  lawless,  cruel,  oft  their  vengeful  hands 
Were  steeped  in  blood,  though  battle  time  was  o’er, 
The  peaceful  village  saw  their  flaming  brands, 

And  scarce  had  “Nanuk”  known  his  Sikhs  of  yore 
Had  he,  their  gentle  teacher,  come  to  earth  once  more. 


XXXII. 

And  not  more  changed  the  spirit  of  the  race 
Than  is  the  faith,  which  erst  that  Guru  taught, 

For  there  some  glimmerings  of  light  we  trace, 

Some  crystal  drops  from  truth’s  clear  fountain  brought. 
“  An  idol,”  he  proclaimed—"  a  thing  of  naught, 
Since  one  Eternal  Spirit  reigns  on  high, 

So  men  on  earth  are  one,  nor  is  there  aught 
Of  truth  in  Caste”;  that  evil  dream  must  die, 

That  nightmare  of  the  centuries,  that  Brahman  lie! 
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XXXI II. 

But  when  the  Sikhs  grew  mighty  in  the  land, 
When  all  the  great  Panjab  had  owned  their  sway, 
That  Faith  which  persecution  could  withstand 
In  times  of  peace  and  plenty  fell  away  ; 

For  with  prosperity  began  decay, 

Now  Hindu  legends  mar  its  purity, 

And  superstition  dims  its  once  clear  ray, 

Shrined  in  Amritstar’s  temple  we  see 
The  very  book  adored  which  bans  idolatry. 


XXXIV. 

I  crossed  the  Sutlej  at  the  dead  of  night, 

When  moonlight  on  its  placid  waters  lay, 

And  as  I  watched  their  ripples  glancing  bright 
I  thought  of  all  the  turmoil  and  the  fray 
Which  echoed  there  from  India’s  earliest  day, 

These  banks  were  heaped  with  carnage  of  the  slain, 
But  Peace  now  holds  her  undisputed  sway, 

And  silence  broods  o’er  all  the  shadowy  plain 
Where  sleeping  hamlets  lie,  ’mid  fields  of  ripening 
grain. 
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The  year  grows  late,  September  now  is  o’er, 

Through  all  the  night  a  cooling  freshness  breathes, 
The  land  around  us,  like  a  verdant  floor, 

Whose  living  beauty  the  Monsoon  bequeathes, 

Lies  dewy  in  the  mist  which  morning  wreathes  ; 

By  flowing  channels  silvery  willows  gleam, 

The  corn  is  swelling  in  its  silken  sheaths, 

Now  slowly  rousing  from  its  slumberous  dream 
Earth  wakes  to  life  again  beneath  the  dawning  beam. 


XXXVI. 

Too  soon  the  freshness  fades.  Alas!  too  soon 
The  glowing  heat  of  day  returns  again, 

All  colour  melts  into  the  blaze  of  noon, 

And  naught  but  glittering  whiteness  seems  to  reign, 
For  like  a  snowfield  spreads  the  boundless  plain, 
All  varying  hues  of  nature  disappear, 

Lost  in  a  brilliance  which  no  shade  doth  stain  ; 
Light’s  undivided  beam  shines  bright  and  clear 
Across  the  pure  translucence  of  the  atmosphere. 
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XXXVII. 

Where  “  Ravi  ”  and  “  Beas,”  on  issuing  forth 
From  eastern  hills  enclose  a  fertile  lea, 

There  stands  the  sacred  city  of  the  north, 

“Amritsar,”  “Fount  of  Immortality,” 

Enrmged  with  orange  groves,  its  walls  we  see, 

And  fields  of  “  atar  ”  roses  scent  the  air, 

While  blooming  gardens  tempt  the  honey  bee, 

Gay  sounds  of  city  life  the  breezes  bear. 

Approach !  The  gates  stand  wide,  and  let  us  enter 
there. 


XXXVIII. 

Amid  the  thronged  “  bazar,”  the  crowded  street, 

With  hurried  step,  though  lingering  gaze,  we  tread, 
For  tempting  objects  still  our  glances  greet, 

“  Kaslda  ”  workers  ply  their  silken  thread, 

While  richly-wrought  embroideries  are  spread 
As  glittering  snares  to  lure  the  passer-by  ; 

There  gold  leaf  gleams  from  orange,  blue,  and  red, 

“  Phulkaris,”  tinged  with  many  a  brilliant  dye, 

Are  set  with  mirrored  discs  to  catch  the  fair  one’s  eye. 
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And  lo !  the  Sikhs  are  here,  a  stalwart  race, 

With  front  erect,  and  independent  mien, 

High  turbaned  head,  and  boldly-bearded  face! 

While  crowds  of  smooth-cheeked  Hindus  here  are  seen, 
And  Moslems  too,  yet  all  one  race  I  ween  ; 

Here  sit  the  fair-skinned  weavers  from  Kashmir 
Plying  their  busy  looms  with  calm  serene, 

In  contrast  strange,  the  fierce  Pathans  appear, 

Whose  fiery,  flashing  eyes  inspire  instinctive  fear. 


XL. 

At  length  we  reach  the  far-famed  “  Pool  of  Life,” 
Its  stagnant  waters,  ruffled  by  the  breeze  ; 

All  ills  with  which  mortality  is  rife, 

The  Sikhs  and  Hindus  deem,  are  healed  by  these, 
Though  not  one  cure  be  wrought  in  centuries, 

Yet  still  in  blind  belief  the  pilgrims  throng 

Those  terraced  steps,  where  thousands  lounge  at  ease, 

And  watch  the  crippled  sufferers  borne  along, 

While  mingled  sounds  arise  of  chatter,  prayer,  and 
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XLI. 

Behold,  where  yonder  causeway  spans  the  tide, 
The  “  Golden  Temple  ”  of  the  Sikhs  arise, 
Symbol  of  all  their  glory  and  their  pride! 

Its  glittering  beauty  here  before  us  lies, 
Glassed  in  the  depths,  or  rising  to  the  skies, 

For  in  the  waveless  flood,  reflected  clear, 

Its  golden  domes  show  fair  beneath  our  eyes, 
And  all  its  graceful  outlines  mirrored  here, 

So  fascinate  our  gaze,  that  still  we  linger  near. 


XLII. 

See,  entering  now  that  Temple’s  arching  door, 

The  pilgrims  gently  glide  with  unshod  feet, 

No  skin  of  beast  may  touch  the  sacred  floor! 
Beneath  the  dome  all  worshippers  must  meet, 
Where  peaceful  Gurus  from  their  priestly  seat 
Still  chant  the  “  Granth  ”  in  rhythmic  monotone, 
Now  loud,  now  low,  now  fierce,  now  softly  sweet! 
Above  them  hang  the  swords,  long  rusted  grown, 
Of  ancient  warrior-gurus,  once  for  prowess  known. 


i68 


THE  PILGRIM  OF  INDIA. 


XLIII. 

But  what  is  this?  By  many  a  fold  concealed 
Of  silken  broideries  with  gold  inwrought, 

Drawn  forth  by  priestly  hands,  behold  revealed 
The  sacred  “  Granth  ” !  those  laws  which  “Nanuk” 
taught, 

Are  there  enshrined,  some  words  with  wisdom  fraught, 
Some  full  of  error  and  of  foolishness  ; 

Its  truest  teachings  here  are  set  at  naught, 

And  “  Nanuk’s  ”  shade  might  feel  divine  distress 
When  Monotheist  Sikhs  an  idol-lord  confess! 


XLIV. 

The  Gurus  bow,  the  Book  is  raised  on  high, 

Then,  prostrate  on  the  ground,  adorers  fall, 

And  low  before  the  sacred  fetish  lie, 

While  echoing  murmurs  fill  the  vaulted  Hall, 

And  silver  lamps,  that  flash  from  dome  and  wall, 
Light  up  the  ever-swaying  multitude ; 

Wreathed  flowers  the  pilgrims  offer,  one  and  all, 
And  when  their  eyes  the  holy  “  Granth  ”  have  viewed 
The  souls,  they  fondly  deem,  with  all  its  grace  endued. 
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XLV. 

All  day  they  come  and  go,  till  shadows  cool 
Are  lengthening  on  the  Causeway  and  the  shore, 

Night  softly  falls  upon  the  silent  pool, 

Till  sounds  of  stirring  life  are  heard  no  more, 

And  all  the  varied  tints  which  nature  wore 
Merge  in  the  purple  of  the  sudden  dark, 

For  in  yon  moonless  Heaven,  high  arching  o’er, 
There  is  no  blackness,  from  that  wondrous  arc 
Gleams  bright  each  starry  point,  a  scintillating  spark. 


XLVI. 

How  changed  the  scene,  upon  “  Diwali’s  ”  eve ! 

When  fair  Amritsar  gleams  in  festal  state, 

And  all  its  homes  their  lucent  garlands  weave 
Of  many-coloured  lamps  ;  the  rich  and  great 
Display  their  myriad  lights  when  day  grows  late, 
The  poor  man  shows  his  lamplet,  twinkling  bright, 
His  one  lone  star,  propitiating  fate ; 

Since  Fortune’s  goddess  walks  the  earth  to-night; 
And  will  not  bless  the  home  which  greets  her  not  with 
light. 
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’Tis  “  Lakhsmi,”  Vishnu’s  consort,  fairest  she 
Of  all  the  deities  in  India  known  ! 

Yet  though  a  Hindu  goddess  she  may  be, 

Though  Moslems  will  not  bow  before  her  throne, 
Nor  Sikhs,  if  orthodox,  her  influence  own, 

They  all  combine  to  keep  her  holiday  ; 

For  here  the  creeds  have  so  commingled  grown 
That  sharp  dividing  lines  seem  worn  away, 

And  mutual  superstitions  gain  a  general  sway. 


XLVIII. 

Not  oft  in  cities  can  we  hope  to  find 
That  type  resembling  most  the  Sikhs  of  old 
In  village  forts,  the  quaintest  of  their  kind, 

Men  brave,  yet  simple,  we  may  still  behold, 
Descended  from  those  chiefs  of  warlike  mould, 

Who  led  their  “  Khalsa  ”  followers  to  the  fray, 
Chain-armoured,  helmeted,  like  warriors  bold  ; 

E’en  so,  perchance,  the  Aryans  once  were  dight, 

When  first  they  brought  to  Ind  their  linked  armour 
bright. 
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XLIX. 

Each  chieftain  Sikh  once  ruled,  a  feudal  lord, 
Within  the  range  of  his  ancestral  bound, 

When  in  rare  times  of  peace  he  sheathed  the  sword 
In  active  sports  his  pleasure  still  he  found, 

Oft  would  the  echoes  of  the  field  resound 
With  song  and  laughter  of  his  retinue, 

While  hunting  gaily  with  the  hawk  and  hound, 
Their  coursers’  feet  brushed  off  the  morning  dew, 
And  all  the  jungles  rang  with  horn  and  “  Haliloo.” 


L. 

Those  days  are  gone!  Through  all  the  wide  Panjab 
Resound  no  more  those  echoes  of  the  past ; 

Now  fair  and  peaceful  spreads  each  green  “  Doab,” 
For  silent,  too,  the  trumpet’s  deadly  blast, 

And  clouds  of  fear  no  more  their  shadows  cast  ; 

No  hurt,  nor  harm  the  toiling  peasants  know, 

The  “Zamindar”  has  tenure  safe,  at  last, 

Though  still  misfortune  owns  one  deadly  foe, 

The  Lender,  the  “  Sharaf,”  that  name  of  dread  and 
woe ! 
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LI. 

Most  fair  and  bright  the  wide  Doabs  appear, 
When  on  some  pleasant  February  morn 
Spring  airs  bring  softness  to  the  early  year 
And  fields  are  verdant  with  the  springing  corn  ; 
Then  blossoms  pink  and  white  the  boughs  adorn, 
Musk-willows  droop  their  catkins  from  on  high, 
Acacia’s  golden  fluffballs  hide  its  thorn, 

The  breath  of  orange-flowers  is  wafted  by, 

In  sweetest  fragrance,  scented  lemon  blossoms  vie. 


LII. 

Now  Nature  spreads  her  “Field  of  Cloth  of  Gold,'1 
For  everywhere,  o’er  all  the  level  plain, 

The  mustard-flowers  their  yellow  bloom  unfold, 
Their  rippling  waves  seem  like  the  sunlit  main! 
While  scattered  hamlets  in  dark  patches  stain 
The  universal  sea  of  gold  and  green  ; 

Some  old  Sikh  fort,  whose  crumbling  glories  wane, 
Looks  grandly  from  afar  with  feudal  mien, 

Though  oft,  on  nearer  view,  ’tis  but  a  ruin  seen. 
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LIII. 

Without  its  gates,  beneath  cool  Pipal-shade, 

At  noon  the  toilers  of  the  field  may  rest, 

Enjoying,  while  their  busy  task  is  stayed, 

Their  “  Roti-Khana  ”  with  true  worker’s  zest, 

The  women  in  their  dark  blue  “  chadars  ”  drest, 

Or  red,  and  orange;  very  colour-joys! 

From  village  streets  within  the  walls  comprest, 

Rise  sounds  of  life,  a  cheerful,  mingled  noise 
Of  cattle,  fowls,  and  dogs,  or  shouts  of  happy  boys. 


LIV. 

But  changed  that  scene,  in  days  of  burning  May! 
The  corn,  long  reaped,  ploughed  fields  lie  brown  and 
bare, 

Hot-season  crops  come  on  in  swift  relay, 

And  busy  hands  their  special  plots  prepare  ; 

For  sugar  cane,  which  loves  the  heat  and  glare, 

And  many  a  patch  for  melon  or  for  maize, 

Tobacco  shows  its  snowy  petals  fair, 

But  soon  the  land,  burnt  up  by  ardent  rays, 

Shall  rest  in  fevered  sleep  beneath  June’s  torrid  blaze. 
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LV. 

What  makes  these  plains  the  granary  of  Ind? 

By  nature  ’tis  a  fertile  soil  we  know, 

Not  sandy,  like  the  arid  fields  of  Sind, 

Yet  parched  and  dry,  save  where  the  rivers  flow  ; 

It  is  because  the  countless  channels  show 
Of  streamlets,  led  by  Man’s  own  guiding  hand, 

Great  works  there  were  in  India  long  ago, 

No  system  e’er  was  seen,  so  vast,  so  grand, 

As  that  which  England  gives  to  India’s  thirsty  land ! 


LVI. 

Therefore  the  “  Rabi  ”  crops  adorn  the  field, 

“  Kharlfa  ”  crowns  the  later  year  with  grain, 
Luxuriant  groves  their  fruit  in  season  yield, 

And  pleasure-gardens  are  not  made  in  vain  ; 

Are  they  not  sung  in  every  poet’s  strain, 

Those  gardens,  famed  so  long,  of  “  Shalimar  ”  ? 
Thither  my  steps  must  wend,  for  I  would  fain 
Behold  that  city,  India’s  “  Northern  Star,” 

Where  long  my  thoughts  have  travelled,  hasting  from 
afar. 
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LVII. 

“  Lahore,  of  Great  Moghul !  ”  by  Milton  named, 
“Lahore,  of  Ranjit  Singh!”  we  moderns  say; 

Yet  long  ere  Sikh  or  Moslem  arms  were  famed, 

The  ancient  Rajputs  here  held  lordly  sway, 

Yea,  mythic  Rama’s  glory  shed  its  ray 
When  first  the  new-made  city  upward  soared  ; 
Around  its  walls  hath  raged  perpetual  fray, 

Since  first  o’er  India’s  frontier  warriors  poured  ; 

The  brilliant  Persian  host,  the  ruthless  Tartar  horde! 


Lviri. 

New  races  here,  new  dynasties  have  reigned, 

New  cities  rose  upon  one  ancient  site, 

Until  at  length  the  great  Moghuls  attained 
The  zenith  of  their  glory  and  their  might, 

Then  yonder  fort  upreared  its  massy  height, 
Grim  framework  of  a  Palace  fair  and  vast ; 
There  reigned  “Jehangir”  in  his  radiance  bright, 
And  there  the  monarch,  all  his  troubles  past, 

Far  from  ungrateful  Delhi,  found  his  rest  at  last. 
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Come  ye,  who  love  of  glories  past  to  sing, 

On  Ravi’s  further  bank,  behold  the  tomb 
Of  great  Jehangir,  conqueror  and  king, 

Whose  fortunes  ofttime  were  eclipsed  in  gloom — 
The  grief  of  exile  for  a  while  his  doom — 

Once  “  Ruler  of  the  World,”  now  sleeping  here, 
Shut  in  the  silence  of  this  narrow  room  ; 

But  where  is  she,  whose  faithful  love  did  rear 
His  monument?  Her  desolated  grave  is  near. 


LX. 


Doth  she  lie  here?  The  beautiful,  the  proud, 

Who  reigned  an  Empress  once,  in  pomp  of  state, 
Before  whose  frown  the  stern  Jehangir  bowed, 
Beneath  whose  smile  his  pulses  throbbed  elate, 

Whose  favour  oft  outweighed  a  Kingdom’s  fate  ; 

A  haughty  woman,  strong  in  mind  and  will, 

It  was  by  Love  she  ruled  her  warrior-mate, 

For  “  Nur-Jehan,”  the  queen,  his  pride  might  thrill, 
But  “  Nur-Mahall,”  the  wife,  was  lovelier,  dearer  still ! 
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LXI. 

Yet  now  she  lies  in  this  neglected  grave  ;  * 

Such  contrasts  strange  do  life  and  death  afford ! 
Not  e’en  the  magic  of  her  name  could  save 
From  ruthless  hands  of  some  marauding  horde, 
The  tomb  of  one  so  honoured  and  adored, 
Soundly  she  sleeps,  nor  heeds,  that  o’er  the  plain 
The  Iron  Roadway  parts  her  from  her  lord  ; 

No  rush  of  modern  speed,  no  fire-winged  train 
Can  ever  wake  to  life  that  mighty  pair  again. 


LXII. 

They  slept  in  peace,  while  in  their  palace-halls 
Abode  the  rude  old  “  Lion  of  Lahore  ”  f 
And  held  his  court  within  those  stately  walls, 

Where  minstrels  sang  his  early  triumphs  o’er, 

When  trembling  hands  could  hold  the  sword  no  more, 
One  foe  he  could  not  conquer,  only  one ! 

And  yet  no  mean-souled  grudge  the  warrior  bore, 

But  kept  his  faith  and  trust,  till  life  was  done, 

To  strangers  from  the  West,  beyond  the  setting  sun. 

*  Tomb  of  Nur-]ehan  (called  Nur-Mahall).  f  Ranjit  Singh. 
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He  died  ;  and  turbulence  filled  all  the  land, 

Chief  warred  with  chief,  or  rose  against  his  King, 
Until  there  interfered  the  “  Strong  White  Hand  ” 
Of  England,  in  her  truth  unwavering  ; 

Still  faithful  to  the  race  of  Ranjit  Singh, 

She  ’stablished  on  the  throne  his  dynasty. 

Alas !  no  more  could  native  ruler  bring 
Peace  to  that  land,  or  rest  from  anarchy, 

Still  in  the  palace  reigned  intrigue  and  treachery  ! 


LXIV. 


Then  schemers  called  to  aid  the  fierce  Pathan, 

The  smouldering  wrath  of  Malcontents  they  fanned, 
And  now  before  us  rises  famed  Multan, 

The  city  where  those  rebels  made  their  stand  ; 

When  youthful  “  Edwardes,”  with  his  faithful  band, 
Attacked  the  host,  which  erst  that  fort  did  win, 

And  though  by  swarming  Sikhs  the  walls  were  manned, 
On  fire  to  march,  new  conflicts  to  begin, 

That  boy  besieged  the  gates,  and  shut  the  victors  in. 


THE  PUNJAB  AND  SIND,  ETC. 


179 


LXV. 

A  daring  so  sublime  commands  success ! 

For  soon  the  troops  of  Gough  appeared  in  sight, 

And  then  the  leaguered  city  in  distress 

Must  yield  to  those  it  challenged  to  the  fight ; 

Yet  many  a  burning  day  had  sunk  in  night 
Ere  doughty  Sikhs  were  conquered  at  the  last, 
Beside  the  flowing  “  Jhelam  ”  rippling  bright, 

That  ancient  stream  which  Alexander  passed, 

On  “  Gujerat’s  ”  great  field,  the  final  die  was  cast. 


LXVI. 

So  once  again  the  banks  of  Jhelam  rang 
With  sounds  of  warfare  as  in  days  of  yore, 

The  clash  of  spear  and  lance,  the  deadly  clang 
Of  smitten  armour,  mingled  with  the  roar 
Of  Europe’s  dread  artillery  ;  once  more 
Their  hearts  with  zeal  and  valour  all  aglow, 
The  fiery  legions  of  the  “  Khalsa  ”  pour 
In  waves  of  fury  on  the  British  foe, 

In  vain — their  star  is  set,  their  banner  is  laid  low! 
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LXVII. 

And  now  through  many  a  happy  year  of  peace 
Panjab  has  dwelt  in  safety,  void  of  fear, 

Though  frontieur-feuds  may  rage — they  rarely  cease — 
Though  Treason  once,  in  flame,  seemed  drawing  near, 
Its  kindling  sparks  were  soon  extinguished  here, 
While  o’er  the  South  its  baleful  fires  ran  ; 

John  Lawrence  saved  the  North  that  fateful  year, 

Pie  showed  the  world  “the  semblance  of  a  man” 
With  head,  and  heart,  and  hand,  to  do,  and  dare,  and 
plan ! 


LXVIII. 

But  one  there  was,  in  India  no  less  famed, 

Multan’s  young  hero,  grown  to  Man’s  estate, 

“  The  Warden  of  the  Marches  ”  rightly  named, 

Brave  Herbert  Edwardes,  loved,  and  good,  and  great. 
Within  his  hand  he  held  the  frontier’s  fate, 

And  kept  the  wily  Afghan,  still  our  friend, 

Guarding  the  wards  of  Khaibar’s  northern  gate ; 
From  truth  and  justice,  nought  his  course  could  bend, 
The  tribes  he  ruled  in  kindness  loved  him  to  the  end. 
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LXIX. 

Far  off,  upon  a  glorious  plain,  there  lies 
The  loveliest  city  Northern  India  knows, 

Where,  sloping  westward,  lofty  ranges  rise, 

And  “  Hindu  Khush  ”  displays  its  glittering  snows, 
The  barrier,  guarding  India  from  her  foes  ; 

To  keep  that  “  Key,”  the  Warden’s  heart  was  set — 
Though  Lawrance  would  have  yielded,  History  shows — 
He  never  wavered,  let  us  ne’er  forget, 

It  is  through  this  one  man,  we  hold  “  Peshawar  ”  yet ! 


LXX. 

The  “North-west  Frontier!”  In  those  passes  wild, 
The  age-long  record  of  Invasion  lies ! 

Through  rocky  gates,  the  Asian  hordes  defiled, 
Where  “Suleiman  ”  and  “  Hindu  Khush  ”  arise, 

Their  awful  summits  soaring  to  the  skies  ; 

By  grim  “  Bolan,”  Baluch  and  Persian  came, 

To  prey  on  India’s  wealth,  a  tempting  prize, 

While  “Khaibar”  rang  with  great  “  Sikandar’s  name, 
And  saw  the  Tartar  pass,  like  devastating  flame! 
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LXXI. 

An  oh!  how  many  a  gallant  English  life 
Has  passed  away  behind  that  mountain  wall ! 

How  many  names  with  grief  or  glory  rife 
In  varying  echoes  on  our  spirits  fall, 

But  “  Kabul  ”  is  the  saddest  of  them  all, 

It  sent  to  death  that  murdered  British  host 
Which  found  in  Khaibar’s  snows  its  funeral  pall  ; 
One  lived  to  reach  Jalalabad’s  far  post, 

And  then  its  brave  defenders  deemed  they  saw  a 
Ghost ! 


LXXII. 

Found  false  so  oft,  by  treachery  so  great, 

The  Afghan  still  is  as  a  wavering  reed. 

Now  swayed  by  “interest,”  now  by  racial  hate; 
Fanatic  follower  of  the  Moslem  creed  ; 

To  snare  “  the  infidel,”  by  word  or  deed, 

He  counts  as  merit,  yet  his  fiery  race 
Hath  some  bright  virtues,  were  it  only  freed 
From  bigot-ignorance  ;  one  saving  grace, 

The  patriot’s  love  of  freedom,  in  his  acts  we  trace. 
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LXXIII. 

Fain  would  I  leave  this  level  “  Sindi  ”  land 
To  watch  the  snows  upon  the  western  hills, 

Perpetual  flatness,  closely  drifting  sand, 

To  me,  at  least,  are  ever  present  ills! 

Who  sigh  for  lofty  peaks,  and  flowing  rills, 

For  “Hindu  Khush  ”  my  fancy  doth  beguile, 

Where  Nature’s  grandeur  wondering  awe  instils, 

That  “Frontier”  draws  me  with  resistless  wile, 

The  Ghost  of  History  haunts  each  lonely  rude  defile! 


LXXIV. 

Time  fails  me,  for  the  sights  I  fain  would  see, 
Strength  fails  me,  for  the  deeds  I  fain  would  do, 
This  is  Life’s  story  in  epitome  ; 

What  traveller  e’er  was  satisfied,  or  who 
Sits  down  content,  no  longer  to  pursue 
The  onward  path,  illumined  by  fancy’s  glow? 

How  few  can  wisely  say,  alas !  how  few, 

“It  is  enough!  We  would  no  farther  go, 

Our  eyes,  our  hearts,  our  minds,  are  filled  to  overflow !  ” 
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LXXV. 

In  vain  my  wishes  ever  northward  speed, 

Vainly  I  long  to  see  the  frontier-line! 

Necessity  doth  still  my  course  impede 
That  earthly  agent  of  a  Will  Divine, 

Which  guides  our  steps,  though  oft  our  souls  repine, 
When  purposes  are  crossed,  and  will  not  bend  ; 

Too  grudgingly  our  hearts  their  plans  resign, 

Or  when  we  view  the  past  from  Life’s  clear  end, 

We  see  it  was  “  the  best  ”  which  Heaven’s  will  did  send. 


LXXVI. 

So  he  who  trusts  in  God,  and  not  in  “  fate,” 

Is  both  the  happier  and  the  wiser  man ! 

But  I  have  wandered  from  small  things  to  great, 
And  from  a  journey  crossed,  to  Life’s  whole  plan  ; 
Like  thought  itself,  which  can  one  moment  span 
The  arch  of  Heaven,  then  rests  upon  a  flower, 

Or  flies  from  peaceful  meads,  to  seek  the  van 
Of  raging  battle,  triumphing  in  power, 

Then  dreaming  lovely  dreams  in  fancy’s 
bower. 
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LXXVII. 

On,  on,  through  Sind !  One  vast  and  endless  plain 
Is  spread  before  the  traveller’s  wearied  eye, 

Here  Nature’s  grander  scenes  he  seeks  in  vain, 

No  mountain  breaks  the  line  where  earth  and  sky 
Meet  in  a  mist  of  light,  the  land  doth  lie, 

Unflecked  by  shadowy  gorge  or  wooded  vale, 

No  cataract  comes  leaping  from  on  high, 

No  running  brook  makes  glad  each  thirsty  vale, 

No  forests  wave  their  crowns  before  the  torrid  gale. 


LXXVIII. 

Beneath  a  “Tope”  of  gnarled  Baobabs, 

My  tent  looks  forth  upon  a  dreary  scene, 

Oh!  for  the  beauty  of  the  fair  Doabs, 

The  cooling  freshness  of  their  living  green, 

Oh!  for  one  breath  of  those  cold  airs  and  keen, 
Which  winter  brings  them  from  the  snow-clad  Hills, 
Those  frosty  morns  so  pure  and  crystalline, 

That  brace  the  frame  to  bear  the  spirit’s  ills, 

When  bounding  pulses  leap  to  aid  men’s  soaring  wills. 
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But  here  a  listless  languor  seems  to  reign, 

Where  saline  moisture  clogs  the  atmosphere, 

And  yet,  what  men  of  courage  and  of  brain, 

What  “toilers  of  the  Empire  '  have  been  here! 

Whose  hearts  were  strong,  their  reason  ever  clear, 

The  warrior  Napier,  breathing  lire  and  flame, 

Or  he,  “The  Great  Pacificator,”  Frere, 

No  speck  of  error  dims  his  cloudless  fame, 

Still  grateful  Sind  recalls  his  dear  and  honoured  name. 


LXXX. 

Frere,  Laurence,  Edwardes,  these  three  names  shall  live 
Till  Indian  history  be  lost  in  night, 

Peace  to  a  conquered  land  these  men  could  give 
By  force  of  character,  and  love  of  right, 

Not  lacking  in  preparedness  for  fight, 

Yet  prouder  far  of  peaceful  victories  ; 

Born  rulers,  politic,  yet  men  of  might, 

Found  ready  in  Fate’s  dire  emergencies, 

May  England  evermore  have  sons  as  good  as  these ! 
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LXXXI. 

Oh !  what  a  galaxy  of  glorious  names 
Shone  forth  amid  the  gloom  of  darkened  days! 
Soldiers  and  statesmen,  history  proclaims 
Their  deeds,  with  no  unstinted  meed  of  praise, 

But  where  are  they  enshrined  in  poet’s  lays? 

Could  patriot  bard  a,  nobler  theme  demand ! 

Why  fix  on  classic  myth  our  lingering  gaze? 

Are  there  no  heroes  of  our  own  dear  land, 

More  worthy  to  be  praised  than  all  the  Trojan  band? 


LXXXI  I. 

These  are  thy  glory,  Britain,  these  thy  pride ! 

Clear  stars  of  light  they  shone,  those  sons  of  thine, 

And  like  Ithuriel  “  the  false  ”  defied 

With  spear  of  truth  and  justice,  tempered  fine  ; 

They  saw  corruption  phosphorescent  shine, 

Till  at  their  touch,  revealed,  its  foulness  lay, 

They  saw  the  millions  ’neath  oppression  pine, 

Misrule  and  tyranny  they  swept  away, 

And  brought  to  ruined  states  the  gleam  of  Fortune’s 
ray. 
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The  long,  long  Indus-reaches  now  I  see, 

And  steaming  slowly  down  that  sluggish  stream 
I  live  again  the  Past  of  History, 

While  all  the  modern  world  appears  a  dream  ! 

For  ages  here  but  as  a  moment  seem! 

Three  thousand  years,  in  Sind  their  course  have  sped, 
Since  first  it  saw  the  Aryan  armour  gleam  ; 

By  Attok’s  fort  the  Greek  his  armies  led, 

Where  Indus,  strong  in  youth,  foams  o’er  its  rocky  bed. 


LXXXIV. 

But  when  we  pass  by  “  Sakkar’s  ”  ancient  wall 
Strange  signs  of  modern  progress  meet  the  eye, 

Upon  our  ear  the  sounds  of  labour  fall, 

We  see  the  panting  engine  rushing  by ! 

Here  meet  those  great  strategic  lines  which  lie, 

By  roads  of  iron,  stretching  to  the  west, 

Where  “  Quetta,”  set  upon  her  watch  tower  high, 

Looks  down  o’er  rugged  gorge  and  mountain  crest, 
And  keeps  the  warring  tribes  of  “  Suleiman  ”  at  rest. 
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LXXXV. 

Greater  than  “  Sakkar,”  modern  though  it  be, 

A  city  lies,  where  Indus  ends  at  last, 

“Karachi,”  port  of  the  Arabian  Sea! 

Wondering,  I  view  thy  lines  of  keel  and  mast, 

Thy  busy  docks,  thy  waterways  so  vast, 

Great  Home  of  commerce,  for  the  Eastern  world, 

A  future,  greater  far,  thy  sons  forecast! 

When  trains  from  distant  Europe  shall  be  whirled, 
And  flags  of  countless  nations  shall  be  here  unfurled. 


LXXXVI. 

The  gentle  chattering  Sindis  here  we  greet, 

With  other  races,  men  of  stronger  wills, 

And  here  those  wandering  caravans  we  meet 
Of  strange  “  Povmdahs  ”  from  the  western  hills, 

A  carrier-tribe,  which  never  ploughs  nor  tills, 

But  travels  still  with  wealth  of  merchandise, 

Oft  on  their  way  some  ambushed  tribesman  kills 
These  peaceful  traders,  where  dark  mountains  rise, 
And  leaves  them  to  the  vultures,  ere  death  seals  their 
eyes. 
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LXXXVII. 

Yet  still  the  trade  goes  on !  Afghanistan 
Is  still  their  highway  as  in  days  of  old, 

They  bring  the  fragile  silks  of  “  Isfahan,” 

To  form  the  Indian  Sari’s  graceful  fold, 

From  Samarkand  come  broideries  of  gold, 

From  Turkestan  soft  carpets  rich  in  dye, 

A  thousand  things,  too  many  to  be  told  ; 
Bokhara’s  fruits,  gay  potteries  which  vie 
In  pure  cerulean  tints,  with  summer’s  azure  sky. 


LXXXVII  I. 

Though  now  the  influence  of  British  power 
Keeps  peace  beyond  the  Border  for  a  time, 

Yet  ever,  in  an  unexpected  hour, 

Some  tribe  breaks  out  in  lawlessness  and  crime  ; 

But  where  we  reign  supreme,  that  happy  clime 
Sees  Rapine  cease,  and  order  spread  around, 

Thus  “  Sandeman  ”  and  “Jacob”  spent  their  prime 
In  ruling  clansmen,  with  such  wisdom  sound, 

That  law-abiding  peace,  their  righteous  labours 
crowned. 
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LXXXIX. 

Lured  by  the  pleasures  of  the  gay  “  Bazar,” 

Here  many  a  wandering  Hill-man  may  be  found, 

As  truly  as  by  foes  in  tribal  war, 

Robbed  by  the  tempters  who  in  towns  abound  ; 

Here  crowding  throngs  speak  tongues  of  varied  sound  ; 
Braver  than  Persian,  truer  than  Pathan, 

The  bold  “  Beluch  ”  treads  loftily  the  ground, 
Jostling  the  men  of  far  Waziristan, 

Or  fanatic  “  Hazaras,”  fiercest  tribe  Afghan. 


XC. 


But  far  from  busy  quays  with  clamour  rife, 

And  marts,  where  commerce  spreads  its  rich  array, 
From  streets  all  full  of  movement  and  of  life; 

I  turn  to  courts,  where  Death  holds  silent  sway, 
Drawn  by  traditions  of  a  distant  day, 

When  Cholera’s  fatal  scythe,  in  one  dread  sweep, 

Cut  down  its  weak  and  unresisting  prey  ; 

’Tis  here,  that  awful  Trench,  so  vast  and  deep, 

Where  half  a  regiment  lies  wrapped  in  stirless  sleep 
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XCI. 

Beside  that  mound  of  cold  mortality 
There  lies  apart  one  solitary  tomb, 

The  fell  Destroyer  spared  not  infancy, 

But  slew  Life’s  young  recruit  in  earliest  bloom. 

Poor  infant!  some  fond  mother  mourned  thy  doom, 
And  pictured  all  thy  spared  life  might  have  been, 

Of  good,  or  great,  scarce  tinged  perchance  with  gloom  ; 
Yet  He,  Who  called  thee  to  Himself,  I  ween, 

Hath  given  thee  better  things,  in  His  glad  world 
unseen ! 


XCII. 


The  hour  draws  nigh!  For  soon  my  course  must  wend 
To  Britain’s  shore,  across  the  ocean  wave. 

Strange,  that  my  Indian  pilgrimage  should  end 
At  last  beside  these  soldiers’  simple  grave  ; 

And  then  I  think  how  many  a  warrior  brave 
Has  died  for  duty  in  this  torrid  clime  ; 

Forced  marches  made,  their  country’s  cause  to  save, 
Exhausted,  these,  they  died  in  manhood’s  prime, 

As  truly  died  for  England,  as  in  battle  time ! 


THE  PUNJAB  AND  SIND,  ETC. 
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XCIII. 

Shall  we  forget,  far  off  by  western  seas, 

The  English  graves  upon  this  eastern  strand  ? 

No,  never!  By  the  memory  of  these 
’Tis  sacred  soil  to  us,  this  Indian  land! 

The  God  of  Battles  gave  into  our  hand 
This  wondrous  empire,  let  us  rule  aright ; 

We  give  it  Justice,  more  it  doth  demand, 

Its  need  is  “Faith’ — henceforth  in  Heaven’s  sight 
Let  us  hold  forth  to  Ind  the  one  true,  only  Light ! 


XCIV. 

The  still,  hot  air  of  the  Arabian  Sea 
Lies  low  on  moveless  waters’  glassy  calm, 

Though  lurid  clouds  foretell  a  storm  to  be, 

Yet  northern  winds  can  bring  no  breath  of  balm 
From  sandy  wastes,  or  groves  of  desert  palm, 
Karachi’s  lights  are  sinking  one  by  one ; 

My  heart  is  chanting  a  thanksgiving  psalm, 

For  all  the  mercies  of  my  journey  done, 

While  India  fades  from  sight,  as  droops  the  setting 
sun ! 
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L’ENVOI. 

Mine  eyes  shall  see  those  Indian  scenes  no  more, 

Yet  oft  in  grey  old  England,  once  again, 

From  many  a  fireside  dream  my  soul  will  soar 
To  crystal  peaks,  where  light  doth  never  wane  ; 

And  listening  to  the  softly  falling  rain 
That  drips  and  drips,  with  dull  monotony, 

While  grey  mists  blur  the  glimmering  window  pane, 
In  fancy,  once  again,  I  wander  free, 

And  scale  Himalayan  heights,  or  sail  the  Indian  Sea! 

II. 

Dreams,  only  dreams !  My  travelling  days  are  done, 
The  fire  of  life  burns  low,  my  pulse  grows  chill  ; 
And  I  shall  see  no  more  the  Eastern  sun, 

That  shines  on  burning  plain,  or  snow-clad  hill. 

Yet  thankfulness  and  praise  my  spirit  fill 
For  joys  recalled — for  peace  within  my  breast — - 
And  for  the  hopes  of  Heaven,  that  cheer  us  still  ; 
That  glorious  Home,  in  fadeless  beauty  drest, 

The  gift  of  Him  Who  came  to  give  the  weary  Rest! 


Finis. 
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